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Mrs. Fox was bragging one day about the large number of 
her cubs. 

“How many cubs do you bring into the world at one 
time?” she asked the Lioness. 

“Only ONE,” replied the Lioness —“‘but it’s a LION.” 


MURADS COST 20 CENTS for a BOX 
of 10—BUT THEY’RE MURADS! 


MURADS would be lower priced if we left out all or part 
of the 100% Turkish tobaccos of the purest and best varieties 
grown—or if we substituted inferior grades of Turkish tobacco. 


But they wouldn’t be MURADS—they’d only be Foxes! 


“Judge for Yourself—!” 


Special attention is called Makers of the Highest Grade Turkish 
to Murad 20s in Tin Boxes Inargyso, and Egyptian Cigarettes in the World 
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For the Man 
Who Shoots .22 Cartridges 


Here is an exceptional .22-calibre Long Rifle cartridge. It will outshoot 
anything of its size at 25 yards or at 250 yards. In a recent official test, it 
developed an extreme range of 1400 yards. 


CARTRIDGES 





For all makes of firearms 


The best small-bore marksmen in the 
country are using this cartridge. The Amer- 
ican Olympic Small-Bore Rifle Team took a 
supply to Antwerp. In England and in 
Sweden, the winners of the biggest shoot- 
ing competitions are depending on it. 


Try this cartridge. If your dealer hasn’t 
it in stock, he can get it. If for any reason, 
you don’t like it, your money will be re- 
funded. 

Made with solid bullet for target use and’ 
hollow-point bullet for hunting, 


UNITED STATES CARTRIDGE COMPANY: 


111 Broadway, New York 


General Selling Agents: National Lead Company, Boston, Buffalo, Cleveland, Chicago, St. Louis, Cincinnati 
San Francisco; United Lead Company, New York, Philadelphia; National Lead and Oil Company, Pittsburgh; 


James Robertson Lead Co., Baltimore; Hingston-Smith Arms Co., Winnipeg; John Hallam, Ltd., Toronto. 
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Out where the reel spins and the rod bends, 
where Nature smiles and sportsmen gather— 
there you will find the INDIAN always. Its 
staminaontheroughest trail, thesteepestclimb, 
and the longest journey makes it the logical 
companion of those who love a thoroughbred. 


But don’t stand by and watch while others 

have all the pleasure. Stop in and see the 

INDIAN dealer on your ownaccount. Try out 

an INDIAN Scout, the machine that solves the 

vacation problem once and for all. Its clean- 
cut sportsmanship will win your heart. 


Department 31 


HENDEE MANUFACTURING CO., Springfield, Mass. 


The Largest Motorcycle Manufacturer in the World 





Sudan 


Motecycle 


For Sale by Dealers Everywhere 
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Timber Doodles in Carolina 


AID Brown, “Come up and I think 
I can give you some woodcock 
shooting.” 

Now “Timber-doodles,” as good 
old Frank Forester calls them, is a weak- 
ness of ours, and in yielding to it, we 
are willing to go the extremes of hard 
work. 

The invitation was accepted, and the 
day set for “to-morrow,” as conditions 
were right. 

In this latitude the woodcock breed 
and remain the whole year through, but 
not in sufficient quantitics to furnish 
sport, and only after a cold wave up 
North, with a simultaneous cold wave 
here, can any real hunting be obtained. 
from flight of birds driven down by the 
cold. 

The time was in December, and there 
had been several days of “hard weather,” 
ice in the morning, and the moist places 
frozen up, driving the birds from their 
multitudinous haunts to running water or 
some favored swamp where springs still 
ept the ground open for their borings, 
and which abounded in heavy cover, where 
they could sit cuddled in the dry leaves 
and digest their meal. 

So the next day, Brooke and myself 
took the “shoo-fly,” went to “The Point,” 


By 
“Scolopax” 


where Brown met us, piled into the buggy 
and were off. 


S first aids in this work we had a 

setter, “Zeb,” who had back of him 
a line of ancesters “born in the purple,” 
but unfortunately in his mature years he 
had contracted distemper and his nose 
was faulty on dry ground, but retained 
its pristine acuteness in moist land. 

He was without experience in woodcock 
hunting, but pointed such stray cock as 
he came across in quail hunting, and was 
a beautiful retriever, so we figured he 
would do his share. 

“Zeb” was a good dog to have around— 
he could always be depended upon to do 
something towards the “gaiety of na- 
tions.” 

If you stroke his head affectionately 
and hit some tender spot. he would take 
a piece out of you forthwith, and charged 
you as relentlessly as a mad wild boar. 

Children and women he thought were 


made to bite, if they noticed him, at 
other times to be ignored as a “lesser 
breed.” 

“To know all is to forgive all,” so we 
loved him, but strangers in our midst 
found his methods embarrassing. 


ROWN’S dog “Bill” was of more or 

less unknown ancestry, and some- 
where not too far back had been crossed 
with a spaniel, 

He was then about two years old, and 
had been brought up by this swamp and 
trained on woodcock until he had become 
a specialist, and considered other game 
as unworthy of his effort. 

We hunted “Bill” this day and many 
another day after woodcock, and found 
perhaps his equal in his own territory 
did not live. The swamp was so thick 
that the fastest dog came to a slow trot, 
but “Bill” had been “born and bred in this 
brier patch,” and he dashed around at 
good speed and did not stop until he lo- 
cated his game. 

This occasionally had its drawback in 
that you lost him, but he would hold un- 
til found, and a bird flushed and missed 
he would spot with supernatural intelli- 
gence, dash to him and point him some- 
times as far as 75 feet away. 





560 


E seemed to know that a woodcock 

flushed and shot at was wary, and 
not the confiding and unsuspecting thing 
that he had first pointed. 

Put him in a 200-acre swamp and if 
there was a woodcock in it, he would hunt 
until he found it and hold till you found 
him, and if you connected would retrieve 
it almost reverently. 

Where we entered this swamp was an 
old road, on either side of which was a 
ditch, and alongside this ditch were ideal 
lounging places for timber-doodles, fallen 
trees, over which the wild grape and the 
bamboo had climbed. 

The swamp itself was heavy going, wet 
under foot, large towering gums and oak 
branching high up, clumps of evergreen 
myrtle, holly trees, and innumerable 
young trees and bushes forming a thick 
undergrowth that nobody except a hunter 
with a hairy heart and a woolly liver 
would continue to hunt in. 

Once in there sense of direction became 
lost, and if the sun was not shining you 
often became turned around and came out 
at some unknown locality. 

To lose your direction was unfortunate, 
as the woodcock, for reasons of their 
own, lived in about 200 acres of it, and 
the other few thousand acres contained 
but few birds. 


N the swamp we went, and hardly had 

we entered “it before Brown ‘said 
“Watch out; this ‘is a favorite spot.” 

“Where's ‘Bill’? 

‘Yonder he is, behind the myrtle, point- 
ing, with ‘Zeb’ backing him.” 

We moved up, Brooke remaining in the 
road, as timber-doodles when flushed 
often break for the open, and Brown and 
I stood quartering the tangled growth to 
get the widest angle of sight. 

A stick was thrown in; with a shrill 
whistle up sprang a brown body and 
dashed for and down the road. 

It was a good try, but that way lay 
death, apparently; a long pause, a shot, 
the dogs broke, as all dogs do in this 
country, another cock flushed, wild and 
crazy with fear; right through the myrtle 
he darted, out of sight but not out of 
reach; two guns barked as one, and in a 
moment “Zeb” came back with the bird. 


N woodcock shooting in this swamp you 
must often shoot by the eye of faith, 
and your success is remarkable. 


A quail under such circumstances 
would scarcely be shot at, but here you 
must take these chances or go without 


shooting. 

Cock would fly low through the under- 
. offering you a sideshot, where it 
would seem impossib le for shot to go, but 
at the crack of the gun the bird would 
double up, the feathers float back, and 
you learned that shot could go wherever 
the bird could. 

The joy of woodcock hunting lies in 
the peculiarities of the bird. No two 
shots are alike. 

A bird flushed in the 
morning, when he is 
perhaps one of a 
“courting couple” un- 
der a tangle of vines, 
would jump erratically 
up in the air for all the 
world like a big brown 
moth and drop at the 
top of his flight as if 
he were killed, when 
untouched. 


HE next time he 
rises wild and goes 
with a shrill whistle, 
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making every angle and curve known to 
science and determined to shake the mud 
of that locality from his memory. 

Another bird flushed later in the day 
will make a fast get-away, and tower until 
he is high in heavy timber, and pass quar- 
tering by you—a perfect picture of the 
woods. 

Shooting woodcock under these con- 
ditions is no place to pick shots or make 
an average. The game is to put your 
gun where you think he is if you cannot 
see him, and if you can see him within 
forty yards, no matter how thick the 
brush or impossible the shot, pull down. 

If you have sensed his direction or 
given the proper lead you put many a 
one in the bag that did not belong there 
by all the rules of the game. 

But to “return to our mutton.” 

Said Brooke, “I’ll pick this bird up in 
the road and we’ll move on.” 

So we did, working both sides of the 
road alternately, picking up a bird here 
and there, sometimes a couple, some- 
times as high as four at a time from 
under some tangle, and though all of 
them did not come to the bag, the ma- 
jority of them were stored away among 
the three. 


P to this time the score and shots 

were fairly well divided, but by an 
evil chance Brown and myself were led 
away by a cock to a small island, while 
Brooke stayed back. 

The dogs pointed, a perfectly good new 
bird got up, missed, the dogs broke, two 
more got up and went away unscathed, 
and then as the dogs dashed forward 
four more birds were flushed, and all 
made the grade but one. 

As each shot rang out Brooke echoed, 
“Missed him,” and while he could not 
see he “guessed right the very first time.” 

At the end of the road we turned and 
walked along an old dam and I took 
“Zeb” to hunt out a likely territory and 
pushed on for a couple of hundred yards 
in fairly open ground with fallen trees 
covered with vines here and there, but 
drew a blank. 


STOPPED to wait for Brown who 

followed with “Bill,” and Brown paused 
three times before he got to me at these 
fallen trees as “Bill” pointed, and he held 
three cock in his hand and an ineffable 
smile on his face when he joined me. 

Then I knew the difference between a 
real woodcock dog and one that pointed 
them when he came across them. 

Here Brown called a halt and said the 
serious side of the hunt was about to 
take place, and led us to the “nooning- 
log,” where we lunched on good home- 
made ham, sausage, sweet potatoes and 
cake with a “wee drap”-of stuff pro- 
hibited in this year of grace. 

The lunch was marred momentarily by 
“Bill’s” refusal to stop hunting and sneak- 


ing off until he was chained. 








He thought the business of life was to 
hunt until dark closed the chapter and 
had always to be tied at lunch. 

After lunch we worked along the dam 
until we came to a wet, springy spot of 
about two acres, covered with myrtle, 
and here the fun was the fastest of the 
day, and we emerged with seven more 
cock in the bag. 


A’ points along the swamp we ap- 
proached the fields. At one of these 
the dogs pointed, we closed in, drew a 
blank, the dogs trailed, pointed again, and 
a big covey of quail sprung up; we picked 
up two on the rise, and in knocking about 
gathered in two singles. 

“Bill” refused to hunt quail at all 
stages of his life. 

He pointed them, and would hunt until 
he found a single and then quit. He 
could not differentiate their habits and 
those of a missed woodcock. 

Several times the dogs pointed and a 
rabbit flushed. 

So on we went, milling around, cross- 
ing and recrossing our tracks as we fol- 
lowed flushed cock until the shadows 
lengthened and we came out and counted 
up the bag: 28 timber-doodles, 4 quail 
and 2 rabbits. 

It was the best we ever had till then. 
Once afterward we beat it, and several 
times we came near it, but it was the first, 
and the newness of it kept its memory 
green when other hunts of like caliber 
had somewhat faded, but every day with 
the timber-doodles that you have success 
you can mark with a white stone. 


* * * x * 


HEN we came to the train that 
night I said: “Brown, sell me ‘Bill.’” 
“Yes.” “Put him on the train, then,” 
and as he lifted him in the baggage coach 
he said “For God’s sake be good to him.” 
I was. 
« * - * * 


T ye years ago. Not to-day— 
| yesterday. 

Since that time much water has run 
under the mill. 

Two of the trio now do most of their 
hunting in their head. 

1 the dogs in the world will not find 
timber-doodles in that swamp now. An 
“up-to-date” man got hold of it, and he 
canalled it, and I felt the righteous in- 
dignation over it that Frank Forester ex- 
pressed when he railed at the New York 
Central as being a thing of no use, and as 
having drained and ruined some of the 
best cock ground in the world, 

“Zeb” grew old, and one day disap- 
peared completely. 

He had a habit of sleeping in the sun 
on the sidewalks of the busiest street of 
this little Southern town, and the crowds 
walked around him. 

He became popular and dined here 
and there with his friends, coming pe- 
riodically to visit his master, or arous- 
ing from his slumbers 
on the street as he 
passed followed him 
awhile. 

“Bill” was 
away from me _ by 
“Billy” Tomz and 
followed him. From 
thence to traveling on 
the trains was an easy 
step, and the last I 
ever saw of him was 
asleep in an old wagon 
body, and he _ lazily 
wagged his tail as I 
spoke to him, 
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( “MY DOG—JIM” mM 


“af One of five from his royal line, one of four, then three— 
One with the strength to carry on, and “Jim” was spared to me! 
Puppy days! Oh! puppy days! Potlicker, rabbits and fun, 
a |} From dewy dawn to locusts’ song, nothing to do but run! 
*"Member your first school days, Jim, your first keen bird scent thrill 
When you spotted the Colonel’s pet covey, over the cedar hill? 
And how you chased that “cotton-tail,” that led you thru the ditch 
| And how you took your medicine—when I came—with the switch? 
Didn’t the years pass happily, while we hunted on together 
Across the hills and dales of life, in any old kind of weather! 
I can see you sprawling in the hall of the old plantation home 
With its vista of golden acres that were kingly yours, to roam. 
Sure no monarch ever bore a plume with prouder caste of grace 
Nor champion’s heart bore cleaner mark, upon a real friend’s face! 
Ah! How you leaped at sight of gun and my tattered hunting coat 
Then flashed out far beyond my horse, with the joy note in your 
throat! 
No day too long, no way too hard, nor toil nor ice too thin 
For you to work your heart out—and always work—and win! 
Sundown days! Sundown days! Brave hunting thews grown old 
But a blood still urging—and. your champion’s heart still 
old. 
When I’ve found my life’s 
where 
They count life’s bag and pay you in specie of your share— 
If they hunt thru fields Out Yonder and on thru regions dim— 
Why you'll hear my old time whistle—and then I'll see—“Old Jim”! 


—T. N. Buckingham. 





last covey—and my horse turns back to 
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Root Hog or 


AKE Americans, our countrymen, let the landlord, the 

butcher, the groceryman and the fish man boost the prices 

sky-high. What do we do? Write comic operas about 

it, fill our funny columns with tragedies, that we, Dear 
American Unthinking Public haven't the sense to see or to 
interpret as something fundamental, something that is vital to 
our well-being as a country and is dear to the hearts of honest 
American men. We are out for a cheap laugh, while the or- 
ganized gang of profiteers sandbag us in public,—protected by 
what? Our asinine shortsightedness—to be frank—can’t we oust 
the weak-kneed or well-lobbied legislature that makes this con- 
dition possible? Can’t we demand that the organized gangs of 
profiteering pirates that are despoiling our coastal and inland 
waters stop before they have completely robbed all our waters 
of food fish and juggled the prices with the help of cold-storage 
warehouses ? 


ie AN we or can’t we do this? If we want reform, we listen 
to a politician giving off gas until he gets our vote and 
nothing happens and we go on in our brainless blindness, talk- 
ing—just talking, getting all het up in our stupid earnestness, 
while the corporations grin, a devilish wide-mouth grin, with 
cannibalistic teeth filed to a sharp point, handing us just enough 
propaganda sap in one form or another to keep the herd from 
stampeding. 


UR eastern coast is laid thick with fish pounds that are 
working night and day, preventing the fish from entering 
the rivers to season and reproduce their young. 
Those fish in the sea belong to you, not to the profiteer that 
backs the pounds and they should have no privilege to catch 


spawn in 


in the spawning season and to juggle the prices so that you— 
and you—Mister Public, are paying, always paying, more and 
Control those fishing privileges yourself as a State and 
propagate and catch with intelligence. Don’t destroy the goose 
who provides feathers for a comfortable pillow. The only fish 
your children’s children will see will be in ay aquarium, if some- 
things of sort are not intelligently 


more. 


where, somehow, this 


managed. 


RAY six hours a day, or more, or less, if you want, wear 
your knees down to the bare bone, but in the hours that you 
are not praying go out and fight for decent game laws and other 
decent things. Often there is more to be gained by two min- 
utes’ effort in delivering a well-directed blow between the eyes 
than by hours spent in namby-pamby solicitations and weak- 


kneed threats. 


Remember the buffalo, the antelope and the wild pigeon, and 
Mister American, you are now listening to the swan song of 
the elk, or if you have not heard it, it is because you have cotton 
But is that cotton there through ignorance or 
because you are too-lazy to listen. Anyhow, what have you 
done if you are interested? Probably passed the buck to some 
man in the Legislature who was ordained by fate to be a post 
hole digger, but climbed out of his last post hole by untiring 
gum-shoe exercise, performed in the behalf of his political 
district boss. 


\ 


at any rate. 


in your ears. 


E think the individual game hogs are dying out. We see 
fewer pictures of front porches draped with dead game, 
We may not swear at them or pray for them. It is 


Die! 


our unstinting pity that we give them in a heaping measure and 
I hope they squirm. Pity the poor, benighted game hog. Feel 
sorry for his intelligence. He is in the class of the man fifty 
years of age who plays with children’s toys and dribbles from 
a drooping underlip. 

The whole purpose of the game hog or the commercial fisher- 
man is to put one over on you and me. To run and sneak in 
ahead of us with dynamite or unlawful tackle or unsportsman- 
like methods or unjust laws tobbied through for selfish profi- 
teering purposes. They are bent entirely on bringing home the 
mutton—the object in quest, absolutely regardless of the con- 
sequences to others, or even to themselves, in their stupidity. 
You can almost hear them singing their hunting song—the re- 
frain of the chorus going something like this: 


DO YOU HEAR THE DOLLARS SOFTLY 
DROPPING FROM GOD’S GREAT WILDER: 
NESS STOREHOUSE. OH BOY! BUT TO 
HELL WITH OUR CHILDREN’S CHILDREN. 


N most ways they resemble the wild beasts of the jungle and 

as long as such men are abroad in the land, considering only 
that the end justifies the means, civilization is a joke in this, 
Our Country, which we should be proud of. We Americans 
must bow our heads in shame if we allow such conditions to 
continue. 


ORGET partisanship in local or state politics. There isn’t 

the slightest difference between a Republican or a Demo- 
crat. When you proclaim there is you advertise yourself as an 
arbitrator in washerwoman’s wars. And if you vote always as 
your father did you have our sympathy. Use your God-given 
brains that you have cultivated intelligently, and if one party, 
your servants, doesn’t enact, under the gilded domes of the 
capitol buildings, just laws, turn them out at election and try 
again. Consider the men, not the party, forget self-interest in 
our Conservation Laws. 


ET your sportsmen’s clubs and associations lined up 

strongly in your State—and NOMINATE a sportsman for 
chief game warden or even the chief executive of the State who 
is all wool and a yard wide, who is far-seeing in conservation 
and whose heart is big enough to play the game fair for Fins 
and Furs and Feathers. The alarm clock is ringing—do you 
hear it, or are you shriveled and dead on the vine? Are you 
always going to dance like brainless puppets when the political 
bosses pull the strings? 


AN you imagine yourself a palsied, old man, telling your 

grandchildren what fish and game and birds looked like, 
explaining to them with pictures, or toddling hand in hand to 
museums or aquariums and pointing with a trembling cane and 
tears in your eyes, but in the back of your head the knowledge 
that you might have helped to save for them some of the joys 
of the outdoor world if you had only been awake enough to 
join an organization and work, work, to beat the muckers and 
put in a solid vote for decent conservation laws. 


eo”. 
Publisher. 
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A couple 
of green ones 
and some 
Antelope 

By 


Guy Von Schriltz 


HENRY is on record as having 
believed that the gods sit with 
feet hanging over the edge of 
Mount Olympus and on occasion 
snicker at the futile efforts of us mortals, 
or to that effect. If this be true I ven- 
ture that they had a wonderful time the 
morning Little Bill and I took our first 
antelope hunt, and likely the conglomer- 
ate, or whatever may be the composition 
of Ola Olympus, rattled merrily down the 
mountain side when dislodged by the im- 
mortal heels as they thumped in glee. 
For I couldn’t hit a forty-acre field that 
morning and the Lord only knows where 
Little Bill was shooting, I don’t. But it 
was wet and the bullets made no dust, so 
maybe we didn’t do as badly as we 
thought,—though I did see a little tree 
cactus after the firing had ceased, away 
off to the left and rear of the enemy, 
topple over from the after effects of a 
bullet wound. Little Bill claims that this 
doesn’t prove anything, since the bullet 
must have rickshaw—no, that’s the funny 
little buggy, isn’t it! I mean ricocheted. 
But that conclusion is Bill’s and therefore 
open to some suspicion since the bullet 
was a .30-30 and I shot a 


rifle of somewhat larger bore. 








to the top of a high white bluff back of 
camp, which was flecked and spotted here 
and there with cedars and crowned with 


a gloomy bunch on pifions. On top we 
found that the aspect of the bluff from 
camp was deceiving. Gently the smooth 
top sloped southward a mile to end in a 
wide, white, flat dotted here and there 
with cedar clumps, timbered low spaces 
and bare reddish-brown gashes. Three 
miles across the valley other cedar- 
clothed bluffs arose abruptly, a very accu- 
rate copy of that upon which we stood. 
At our left the mountain top extended 












conical mesa arose out of the plain. This 
mesa was of the same height and forma- 
tion as the bluff upon which we stood 
and was thickly cov red with cedars and 


pions. The tracks in the mud led di- 
rectly toward this point. 

Our horses plunged and snorted as we 
slid down the game trail. The yellow of 
Little Bill’s slicker disappeared with his 
second slip, while my own had lost much 
lustre even before that. We hunted out 
the little round peak without success, 
routing a big flock of blue scaled quails 
just as the sun came out, but nothing else. 


PAALE-way up the peak we gratefully 
deposited slickers on a boulder and 
resorted to the glasses. It was amazing 
the difference the sun made in the ap- 
pearance of the country. Dazzling white, 
the buffalo grass of the valley contrasted 
vividly with the dark green of the ce- 
dars. A million raindrops on stem and 
leaf gleamed in the run. A hundred tiny 
lakes glimmered while the mists on the 
mountain side, the only forbidding thing 
in the scene, went slowly upward and 
away. The birds appeared as if from the 
hand of a conjurer, the prairie dogs came 
out and barked at us, and Little Bill dis- 
covered through the glasses our herd of 
antelope, far across the valley. 

Pausing here and there to snatch a bite 
of grass, or to scratch on a scrub cedar, 
the fawns playing and romping, trailed 
slowly toward the foot of the opposite 
mesa, their white patches, one colossal 
blunder of Nature, almost flashing as they 
turned this way and that. 

There were three bucks in the herd, 
their black horns distinct against the 
white grass, one much the largest, which 
Little Bill immediately claimed by right 
of discovery. 


UF beneath the opposite bluff the ante- 
lope stopped. The fawns laid down 
and the older animals grazed. Little Bill 

and I retrieved our slickers 





NYWAY, the antelope 
swept by us, about the 
base of the bluff, flashed 
through a pass in the cedars 
and were gone. Bill swore 
and the gods grinned wider, 





Pausing here and there to snatch a bite of grass, or to 
scratch on a scrub cedar, the fawns playing and romping, 
trailed slowly toward the foot of the opposite mesa, their 
white patches, one colossal blunder of Nature, almost flash- 
ing as they turned this way and that. 


and mounted. We rode up 
and down steep’ banked 
washes, across wide stretches 
of buffalo grass and through 
forests of tree cactus and 
half an hour later tied our 
horses behind a clump of 
cedars a quarter of a mile 








I suppose. It doesn’t matter 
what I did. I was red hot 
and tired, for we had stalked those prong 
horns a quarter of a mile in a cafion 
without a breath of wind, through the 
mesquite and cactus under a broiling sun, 
often on hands and knees, so the logical 
conclusion would be that I sat down and 
bared various parts of my person and 
extracted a goodly assortment of cactus 
spines which called attention to them- 
selves now that the excitement was all 
over, 

It was September and the open season 
for antelope had just arrived. Little Bill 
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and I had traveled far and fast to pro- 
vide this particular form of amusement 
for the Immortals. We had hoped to de- 
tive some little pleasure from the occa- 
sion ourselves, but thus far had not been 
overly successful. The day before we 
had rumbled and racked over forty miles 
of doby-dirt trails in an ancient lumber 
wagon. We had spent a wet night in a 
wet camp in the wettest cedars I ever 
saw. Why we couldn’t speak out loud 
without those cedars sending a shower 
down upon us. 







[7 was too wet to stay in camp so we 
saddled up shortly after daybreak and 
plugged and panted through the cedars 













back a quarter of a mile to drop off sud- 
denly, the ragged edge curving in and out 
in a northeasterly direction for a mile or 
more, where it ended in a round point to 
continue back behind us to the place 
where we had come'up. At our right the 
bluff ended suddenly and we had a misty 
view of a ten-mile valley with distant 
ridges, mountain ranges and timber spots 
spread out before us. The glasses were 
of little use in the rain. We were cold 
and stiff, but like the boy on the burning 
deck we had slight inclination to sit down, 
so we rode about the edge of the bluff, 
stopping now and then to retilt our hats 
so all of the water they collected wouldn’t 
run inside the neckbands of our yellow 
pommel slickers and to look out some lit- 
tle protected nook for antelope. 


T the round point a 

game trail went down. On this trail 
fresh tracks descended. They looked 
something like sheep tracks but were 
more slender, so we assumed that a bunch 
of antelope had gone down the trail that 
morning in the rain. We counted the 
tracks readily in the mud and made out 
seven grown animals and three fawns. 
Straight before the end of the point a 


well-traveled 


from the antelope. From the 
edge of the cedars we looked 
out. All of the antelope were down ex- 
cept the big buck. He ate, lifting his 


head regularly to look calmly about. 
Between us and the herd was a 
level prairie. On our left the cedars 
ended a hundred yards away. On 


our right they continued a mile, but ap- 
proached no nearer the antelope, while 
behind them was a good thousand yards 
of the same level. There seemed no 
chance to get nearer the game. Now a 
quarter of a mile is four hundred and 
forty yards, if my memory doesn’t fail 
me. Little Bill recalled many instances 
of game bagged at that distance and ad- 
vocated that we try our luck from the 
edge of the cedars. But I remonstrated 
and when Bill had taken a couple of looks 
at the antelope through his sights he 
concurred with me. The sights covered 
up two or three of them, for antelope 
are small. 

There was a little wash in the flat be- 
fore us which ran diagonally from the 
cedars toward the mountain. It was shal- 
low and barely noticeable directly ahead, 
but became deeper as it neared the ce- 
dars, and a short distance on our left 
entered the timber a ten-foot gully. It 
was our only chance, so we retired into 





564 


the brush, climbed down into the ditch 
and mucked our way toward its head. 


ITTLE BILL took the lead and I 

grinned at his back as he tried and 
re-tried the lock on his rifle while he 
labored excitedly along, apparently un- 
conscious of the quarter-hundredweight 
of adobe mud he carried with him at each 
step. It was Bill's first big game and I 
was enjoying in him the symptoms I had 
experienced myself long ago. 

In the meantime our audience on Olym- 
pus must have sat tense with expectancy, 
for we had spraddled along perhaps a 
hundred yards when, suddenly rounding 
a sharp corner of the gully, a coyote 
sprang from a scramble of tumble weeds 
and cactus and whipped out of sight 
about the next corner. Bill's rifle came 
up and I reached his elbow just in time 
to prevent him shooting. About the time 
Bill lowered his rifle there was a drum- 
ming of hoofs and we knew, as our im- 
mortal watchers must have anticipated for 
some little time, that the antelope were 
leaving our neighborhood hurriedly, 
frightened by the wolf. Of course Little 
Bill and I ascended to the edge of the 
wash and emptied our guns, and doubt- 
less the gods had further fun at our 
expense. Certainly they had cause for 
amusement, for as I have stated I couldn’t 


have hit a forty-acre field that morning 
and nobody knows wl.ere Little Bill was 
shooting—unless maybe that crippled cac- 


tus tells some body sometime ! 


_ retreated in disorder to our horses 
and mounted. At noon we dis- 
mounted on a flat white rock beneath the 
cedars at the edge of a great bluff which 
overlooked the ten-mile valley before 
mentioned and the pifion squakers and 
chipmunks entertained us while’ we 
lunched. A warm breeze came up out 
of the south and the cedars quickly dried. 
The sky cleared and the low clouds scud- 
ded away. Imaginary antelope on the 
plain dissolved into whitish boulders or 
bleached stumps when viewed through the 
glasses and it was not until we had fin- 
ished eating and had ridden a mile about 
the edge of the bluff that we found any 
signs of other game. 

This time I was the discoverer. Slightly 
in the lead I rode in a deep game trail 
which wound like a reptile among the 
cedars toward the abrupt edge of the 
bluff. We were back upon the flat moun- 
tain top sufficiently far that we had not 
been able to see the valley for some little 
distance. Just as my head came above 
the bluff edge I saw three antelope, two 
does and a buck with eleven-inch horns, 
immediately below me coming up the 
trail. They could not have been two 
hundred yards distant, and they saw me 
as I checked my horse. I think they 
could see but my head for they stood, 
staring curiously. 

Not moving I spoke to Little Bill, who 
was still beyond the view of the antelope, 
and explained the situation to him. He 
dismounted and detoured cautiously to- 
ward the edge of the descent. The ante- 
lope continued to inspect me, now and 
then stamping their feet in unsatisfied 
curiosity, turning completely about often 
as though of half a mind to be off, 
only to return to their former position 
to gaze and stamp. 


OR a minute this continued, then the 
antelope, one by one fell to grazing 
and they turned off sharply to the right 
and passed out of my sight. 
By this time Little Bill was behind a 
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large cedar in a little niche half way 
down the bluff. I motioned that the ante- 
lope would pass in front of him. They 
came into sight just as Bill fired, about 
one hundred and fifty yards distant. I 
saw the bullet strike beyond the buck as 
though Bill had missed his breast an inch. 
Then Bill yelled, dropped his rifle and 
clapped his hand to his shoulder. The 
antelope sprang away, whirled about a 
bunch of cedars in the open and disap- 
peared. Alarmed, I ran down to Bill, 
my mind filled with visions of a blown- 
up rifle and a badly wounded hunter. 
But I was only providing further enter- 
tainment for the gods. Bill was on his 
feet before I reached him, glaring at his 
rifle disgustedly. 

“You kicking son of a gun,” he was say- 
ng. 

3ill had fired while flat on his stomach 
and his rifle butt had bumped the slightly 
padded bone on top of the shoulder, 
fairly paralyzing him for an instant (a 
thing which has happened to me a time 
or two in a life time). Bill swiftly recov- 
ered, and before long was wistfully fol- 
lowing three flying whitish specks, on the 
more whitish buffalo grass far out on 
the flat, lamenting aloud a wasted op- 
portunity. Back at the conical mountain 
at the round end of the bluff behind camp 
we rounded up the flock of blue quail. 
Bill clipped the head off a big topknot 
which sat in a stunted cedar. I killed 
a hen which paused an instant before 
daring an open space ahead of her. 
Bill splashed a handful of feathers out of 
a third member of the flock and the flut- 
tering of the wounded quail flushed the 
remainder. As I retrieved my hen one 
lone straggler sprinted into view, and I 
wasted two bullets as it ran, but cut 
off a wing when it stopped upon reach- 
ing thin cover. In the chase which fol- 
lowed I routed out several of the scat- 
tered birds and bagged another, which 
watched me a moment too long after I 
had caught its crippled relative and un- 
jointed its neck. 


IVE browned quail and a dry bed was 

a decided improvement over the eat- 
ing and sleeping facilities of the night 
before and it was broad daylight be- 
fore I raised upon an elbow the next 
morning to see a big grey coyote sit- 
ting on his tail, licking his chops, fifty 


yards from our bed. Little Bill now has 
a suspicion that that coyote was but an- 
other feature of the bill we were playing 
to the gods. 
galvanize stiff, so did likewise. 


Bill heard me raise up and 
The rifles 


were across camp and unavailable. We 
had carefully stored our  six-shooters 
away in the wagon during the rain to 
keep them dry. The ‘salt, too, as Bill 
has since dryly remarked, was out of 
reach, so we couldn’t even put that on 
the tail of our visitor with the idea 
of extending his stay. 

For some minutes we stayed in bed 
enjoying every move of the coyote. Like 
the picture of an eskimo dog, he sat, his 
bright greenish yellow eyes alight with 
interest and curiosity. Occasionally he 
turned his head sidewise or tipped it, 
listening to some distant sound, his in- 
terest or lack of interest as clear as print 
on his face. Once he laid down flat, his 
head outstretched toward us, chin upon 
the ground. But he sprang swiftly up 
after an instant and walked to the edge 
of the prairie, where he paused, closed 
his mouth sharply and looked keenly off 
into the west. Wheeling hurriedly he trot- 
ted to the edge of the timber, lifted 
his nose high, smelled a couple of times, 
and returned to seat himself before us, his 
pink tongue caressing a damp foot twice 
before he resumed his gaze at us. 


OOK!” whispered Bill, suddenly. 

“Cottontail!” and I saw a rabbit, a 
little reddish brown fellow, who poked 
his nose over a dry cedar root, fiftten 
feet at the right of the coyote, a second, 
then hopped over. 

Those immortal dwellers on Olympus 
certainly demand entertainment of merit. 
Little Bill and I will rever forget that 
little comedy-tragedy which was enacted 
in our camp among the cedars that Sep- 
tember morning. A moment the cotton- 
tail humped himself along, sniffing here 
and there among the sparse grass tufts, 
nibbling a bite now and then, his whiskers 
flicking back and forth and his tail ducked 
low. Utterly oblivious of the coyote, he 
hopped nearer and nearer us, while the 
yellowish-green eyes of his hereditary 
enemy blazed with suppressed excitement 
upon him. 

Pausing to look over a potato peeling, 
the rabbit turned his back upon the 
coyote. Immediately a change came over 
the wolf. He crouched lower and lower, 
an inch at a time, until he was flat upon 
his belly. Four times he licked his chops, 
making no sound that I could hear. His 
eyes did not leave the rabbit an instant. 
He arose to a crouching posture, claws 
digging in for a hold, muscles strained. 
I thought he was about to spring, and 
opened my mouth to shout. But the rab- 
bit turned and hopped nearer him. The 
coyote relaxed and dropped back. Twice 
this performance was repeated, the coyote 
apparently doubting his ability to catch 
the rabbit unless the rabbit’s eyes were 
turned from him when he sprang. 


EE, if I just had a kodak,” Bill 

whispered. I had long ago mentally 
wished myself dry on the subject. Now I 
would have been reasonably satisfied with 
a gun. That coyote was an interesting sub- 
ject to look over at close range, but the 
idea of those sharp white teeth crushing 
the little red cottontail didn’t set well with 
me. Coyotes are an expensive luxury. 
Their yearly toll of game is amazingly 
high, and the killing of one is not only 
an event worthy of some mention, but also 
a duty well done. 

At last the little red rabbit tired of 
the poor grazing he found near us af 
jumping over our dead campfire, pattered 
his way softly under the wagon and on 
into the timber. Disgust registered plait- 
ly on the face of the coyote and he aros¢ 
cautiously to his feet and like a dog 
trotted after the rabbit. 
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A Couple of Green Ones and Some Antelope 


Hurriedly Little Bill jumped up and 
extracted his rifle from the crotch of the 
tree where it rested. I was at his side 
as he raised it to his shoulder just as 
the coyote made a final crouch to spring 
upon the unsuspecting bunny, which laid 
flat upon the ground among the white 
gravel between the cedars, nibbling some- 
thing he held between his front paws. 

Little Bill’s aim was good and a half 
hour later he stretched the coyote’s skin 
over a doubled green branch while I 
poured the coffee. 


7 Se morning we found a big buck 
antelope and a little doe in a pocket 
near a small swell in the valley floor, 
close under a heavily wooded bluff. We 
were in the valley and stalked them from 
behind the little swell. It was tedious 
work and fifty times we wished we had 
taken to the timber before we finally got 
within range. The swell was low. The 
valley was covered with prickly pear and 
the ground was burning hot to our feet 
and the sun scorched the back of our 
necks. We crawled on hands and knees 
hundreds of yards only to find that we 
must retire practically the whole distance 
and approach again in order to get within 
rifle range of the game. The last hun- 
dred yards we made upon elbows and 
stomach and here we gathered the usual 
quota of cactus and gravelled palms. At 
the top of the little swell I pushed my 
rifle forward and peeked over. The big 
buck was face toward me, seventy yards 
distant. He must have measured thirteen 
inches and was round and sleek. Little 
Bill couldn’t see the antelope from his lo- 
cation and crawled farther up. I waited, 
my rifle covering the buck, which by this 
time I coveted as a fine specimen. After 
what seemed an age Bill raised to his 
elbow, lifted his rifle and I fired. I 
missed. It is the crude truth. I made a 
plain miss, Little Bill also missed, but 
he has some fancy excuse about his fail- 
ure which he tells, and although we grit- 
ted much enamel off our teeth and tried 
just as hard as we knew how, we could 
not hit that big buck as he whirled and 
came back by us. The doe ran off toward 
the bluff and stopped three hundred yards 
away to ascertain how her lord and mas- 
ter fared in the affray. She need not 
have worried. That buck wasn’t even 
scratched. Bill suggested that maybe the 
gods saved him for future exhibitions of 
the futility of the efforts of mankind. 
He certainly was a shining example. On 
the way back to camp we saw thirty-one 
antelope, but were able to stalk none of 
them. We crawled out upon a great flat- 
topped mesa two miles in width, just as 
far as we dared toward a nice herd and 
took a couple of half-hearted shots at 
five hundred yards as they ran. We 
tracked seven of the bunch down a trail 
over the bluff and watched them for three 
miles through the glasses until they as- 
cended another mesa. On top of this 
great table land we found them just 
at dusk, as usual far out in the level 
buffalo grass without one iota of cover. 














We did not even shoot at them, leaving 
them to graze peacefully while we rode 
down the bluff to camp. 


wy Little Bill prepared breakfast 
next morning I took a short look 
about camp with the glasses. Three sepa- 
rate bunches of antelope were in sight 
from the top of the big bluff behind camp. 
On the way in I crossed the six-foot-wide 
neck of the end of a great fissure in the 
bluff which spread out and down into a 
valley a hundred yards wide a quarter 
of a mile below me, the cogical mountain 
hereinbefore mentioned forming one edge 
of the funnel and the bluff behind camp 
forming the other. As I leaped this fis- 
sure I saw something flash beneath me, 
and hurrying back I caught a glimpse of 
a beautiful spotted bob-cat as he disap- 
peared into the fissure. The fissure was 
fifty feet long, twenty feet deep and very 
crooked. I ran ahead, cocked my rifle 
and awaited the coming of the cat. He 
saw me as he rounded the corner below 
me and whirled, his tail as big as a quart 
cup, but he was too late as the soft 
nose bullet caught him fairly in the mid- 
dle of the back. 

Then to my dismay from beneath the 
bluff a big, lone antelope buck, the big- 
gest I have ever seen, dashed out and 
away. He must have been within fifty 
yards of me when I jumped the fissure, 
and I certainly would have seen him but 
for the bob-cat. After much difficulty 
I descended the fissure and reached the 
cat. He was a nice one and mounted 
made a lovely rug, yet I never see him 
without thinking of the grandsire of all 
the antelopes which he probably cost me. 
Yes, the gods demand entertainment of 
merit! 


WE were running short of food and 
went out after breakfast determined 
to stay out until we brought in fresh meat. 
At the top of the bluff we planned. One 
herd of antelope was still in sight but 
seemed far from cover. The other two 
bunches which I had seen before break- 
fast had disappeared. We decided to re- 
turn to the mesa where we had left the 
herd of seven at dusk the night before. 
This mesa was a half mile across we 
found when we had topped out and the 
antelope grazed in the exact center of 
the almost round flat of buffalo grass, 
an even dozen of them. Five of the orig- 
inal herd evidently had joined the seven 
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during the night. A well-defined game 
trail crossed this flat from southeast to 
northwest. We had climbed it from the 
southeast. The wind was in the north. 
There was no cover between the cedars 
which formed all sides of the circle. A 
rabbit could not have crossed that flat 
without being in full view of the antelope. 
We finally decided that our only chance 
was to divide forces, one to stay where 
we were and the other to go to the 
northwest where the trail went down. 
By this time we had lost what small faith 
we had ever had in our shooting abilities 
and the plan seemed apt to be barren of 
results, yet it was worth trying, and we 
needed meat. So I detoured and after a 
long, hard climb found myself opposite 
Little Bill, looking out upon the flat, be- 
side a foot-deep trail. We had agreed 
that I was to fire my rifle when ready, 
hoping that this would start the antelope 
toward Bill. I loaded up, wet my lips, 
pushed back my hat and blazed away. 
My bullet spurted dust ten feet between 
me and the nearest antelope and away 
they went toward Little Bill. As the fore- 
most buck dropped out of sight I heard 
Bill’s riflee A member of the herd fell, 
Bill let out a yell, the first buck came 
into sight and the entire bunch dashed 
madly northward. Whooping like a wild 
Indian, Bill threw up his hat and rushed 
up to his fallen antelope. This increased 
the speed of the herd and they swerved 
swiftly to the left, nearer and nearer to 
me until they headed directly down the 
path toward me. At the jumping off place 
where the path went abruptly off a dozen 
feet, the foremost antelope, which was 
a nice buck, hesitated not twenty yards 
from me. I saw the hair flying from his 
shoulder as my bullet struck. He landed 
in a heap at the bottom of the first jump- 
off. Terrorized, the other members of 
the herd sprang down the path past me 
within ten feet of where I stood. I picked 
the next largest buck as they passed and 
shot at his shoulder. He went down 
with a hole in his hip and when the 
herd was gone I finished him with a metal 
patched bullet in the brain. 


ITTLE BILL had quieted down some- 

what by the time I reached him, but 
to this day that “antelope” smile returns 
to his face whenever that animal is men- 
tioned in his presence. At last, as Lit- 
tle Bill remarked, we had received our 
remuneration from the gods for the en- 
tertainment we had furnished them. — Lit- 
tle Bill's antelope head measured eleven 
inches, my large head exactly twelve with 
wide beams, and the smaller ten and one- 
half. That night we had antelope tender- 
loin steak, cooled in a hatful of snow we 
found in a crevice on a high peak, a most 
excellent dish. After supper we did much 
work on our trophies, talking over the 
hunt again and again as successful hunt- 
ers will do, went to bed and slept for 
eight happy hours while the south wind 
made soft music among the cedars and 
Pifions and hummed off across the cacti- 
studded valley, 
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ASS fishing is never at its best in 

July and August—vacation time. 

Oh, I have made good catches 

in both months, taking large and 
muscular specimens, too, for in our north- 
ern lakes, spring fed, the water remains 
cool in spite of dog-days and _ torrid 
weather. Just the same, July and August 
fish are not to be compared with those 
of late September and October; yes, and 
sometimes November. The largest small- 
mouth I ever saw was taken in November. 
The fishermen as well as the fish lack pep 
during dog-days. Who wants to fish 
when the weather is so hot that life is 
almost a burden? Unfortunately, most of 
us are compelled to take our vacations in 
the two hottest months, and therefore make 
the best of a bad matter, fishing early and 
late, hating our perspiring selves during 
the remainder of the day. The man who 
can and don’t fish for bass in October is 
guilty of a piscatorial sin. 


W E used to hear a great deal about 
the “bloom” of the water, and it 
was something other than a myth, even 
as we hear a great deal about the “sore- 
teeth” period in the life of a muskalonge, 
which may be wholly a myth. Note this: 
“dog-days,” “when the 


In the 
Golden 


Days 


By 
O. W. Smith 


Being Descriptive of Bass Fishing After 
the Heat of Summer is O’er and the Zest 
of Autumn Has Changed the Spirit of 
Our Bronze-Back Friends 


HEN, however, the blue gentian 

blooms in sheltered, frost protected 
spots, lifting fringed cerulean cups to the 
golden and blood-touched leaves above, 
then bass fishing is different. What I 
term in my own mind, “blue gentian bass” 
are as unlike the loggy, lazy fish of July 





my skiff out upon the bosom of river and 
lake. Better a day in October than a 
cycle of dog-days. 


T is altogether too bad that sportsmen 
generally turn their attention to gun 
and dog in the fall to the exclusion of rod 
and reel. Oh, I have been guilty of the 
dereliction, for I love upland and water- 
fowl hunting, but never again will I stow 
away the rod and reel with the first ap- 
proach of the hunting season. The little 
16-gauge Ithaca shall lead me to my Oc- 
tober camps, but the casting rod and reel 
shall occupy an equally prominent place 
in my affections, Indeed, I shall cast until 
forming ice makes casting impossible. 
ASTING undoubtedly is more suc- 
cessful in the golden time than is 
fly-fishing, for few ephemera are seen 
floating upon the surface of the water, 
though now and then the fly fisherman 
may secure wonderful results by casting 
a gray or brown hackle in among the 
floating, fallen leaves. It seems _ that 
sometimes certain insects congregate upon 
the rafts of frost-stricken leaves, some- 
thing the knowing bass have discovered, 
and they lie in wait beneath to pounce 
upon the first hapless 
insect that falls be- 





bloom is on the water” 
and “sore teeth pe- 
riod” all occur at ap- 
proximately the same 
time. Dixie Carroll 





Don’t Forget Your Fishing Rod in 


tween the leaves. The 
plunge of a bass, 
through and into the 
leaves, sends them 


the Fall 








says he has found 
"lunge with sore teeth, 


and I know I have seen lakes cov- 
ered with “bloom,” which was nothing 
more or less than floating pollen from 


aquatic plants. So there was a basis of 
truth in the ancient saying, “Fish will not 
bite when the bloom is on the water.” 
Perhaps, simmer it all down, it will result 
in this: fish feed only early and late dur- 
ing excessively hot weather, such as 
comes to us in the two summer months. 
Personally, I do not care much for lake 
fishing in mid-summer, which is not say- 
ing that mid-summer fishing is not a 
whole lot better than no fishing at all. 
As a half loaf is known to be better than 
no bread, so poor fishing is better than 
no fishing at all. 


and August as a trout of the Rocky 
Mountains is unlike a hatchery-bred, al- 
dermanic specimen. When Jack Frost sets 
forth with his paint-box, tinting leaves 
with purest gold and deepest red, infusing 
into the atmosphere a zest and tang, the 
black bass take on new life and fight as 
they only fight when the temperature of 
the water is falling and winter nears. 
Forever commend me to blue gentian bass. 
Don’t talk to me now about the joys of 
spring and the pleasures of “opening day.” 
Then I was too lazy, too somnolent to 
fish; now any action is a pleasure, and I 
can hardly wait for daylight—though 
there is no need for early rising when 
there is pep in the air—in order to push 


surging and plunging 
along the surface of 
the water in a manner never to be 
forgotten if once witnessed. The angler 
will find the fish less suspicious under 
such conditions, and a medium-sized fly 
dropped into any opening is reasonably 
sure to hook a fish. The playing of 4 
doughty bronze-back in the raft of leaves 
will prove a new experience, the line cut 
ting a narrow lane this way and that, 
until an aerial venture on the part of the 
fish will set them all in ebullient motion. 


WELL remember a little Wisconsi 
lake, too small to appear upon any at 
las, which we called Long Lake, for no 
known reason that I can think of unless 
because it was nearly round. That little 
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body of water, set like a gem amid the 
hills, was completely surrounded by great 
maple trees, an ancient “sugar bush” loved 
of the Red Man. Soon after the first kill- 
ing frost the waters of the little pond 
would all but be completely covered with 
red and gold and brown leaves. It cer- 
tainly was a sight. Ordinarily there 
would be plenty of leaves clinging to the 
trees to give a yellow cast to the shore, 
while the lake itself was but a sea of 
leaves. Here and there, along the water’s 
edge, a red moose-wood would flame out 
in most brilliant red. One who had never 
seen it would say that there could not be 
so much yellow in Nature, as I once heard 
a man say in the Art Institute, Chicago, 
standing before George Inness’ “Autumn 
Woods,” “You never see anything as yel- 
low as that in Nature.” Had that man 
seen my Long Lake, I suppose he would 
have said, “It is not real.” 


PARDON this long digression. One 
October morning some few years ago, 
my wife and I found ourselves on the 
shore of the lake, fly rods in hand. At 
first we were tempted to turn away in 
disgust, thinking, naturally, that there 
could be no fly fishing; but the reader 
knows how it is with a bred-in-the-bone 
angler: he just cannot give up. So it fell 
out that we pushed out our canvas boat, 
out upon a sea of leaves, which piled up 
in front of the prow, then toppled over. 
I seldom have enjoyed such a morning’s 
fly fishing for small-mouth. Everywhere 
along the western shore those fish seemed 
to lie in schools just beneath the leaves. 
Sometimes we would have to cast two or 
three times, pulling the leaves away, in 
order to get our feathers into the water; 
but almost at every touch of the flies upon 
the surface there was a response from a 
hungry bass. We grew quite excited over 
the sport, catching more than the law al- 


Moonlight Bass Fishing 


lowed, though we returned all but enough 
for our dinner to the water. 

However, as I have already intimated, 
it is to the casting rod and multiplying 
reel that the October angler should look 
for his greatest success. To-day a writer 
does not need to spend much time with 
casting tackle, for surely every angler is 
familiar with it, and as to how to handle 
it, well, it is too late in the season to talk 
on that. Casting is always rare fun, 
whether or not there are any fish to be 
had, and doubly fun when there are bass 
to be caught and the atmosphere is de- 
lightfully cool. The zest, the tang, of Oc- 
tober gets into one’s blood and he can 
cast and cast and cast without feeling 
fatigue. The exercise which would send 
the sweat coursing and pouring down the 
August angler’s face only gives a delight- 
ful thrill of warmth to the October 
angler’s blood. The sun that burned so 
cruelly in July becomes the soft kiss of 
a lovely woman in October. 


TRANGE as it may seem, I have found 

the darker colored lures more success- 
ful late in the season than the lighter 
hued ones. My preference for red and 
white, in combination, is well known. In 
October, however, I turn to the greens 
and yellows, the blues and aluminums. If 
the reader will not laugh, I would like to 
confess to using jet black lures and with 
more than a modicum of success. I do 
not explain it, though I fancy the dark 


colors show better against the yellow 
leaves than do my favorite whites. Any 
way, the dark-colored lures are more 


successful, two to one, and that is enough 
for me. In October I am not so much the 
scientific angler, keeping records and col- 
lecting data, as I am a plain, unvarnished 
fisherman, angling for the pleasure there 
is in the game. 

I have already remarked that the ang- 
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ler finds exercise in the Fall not only en- 
durable but positively delightful. So the 
fish, too, seem to be thrilled by the tang 
of the chill, and leap again and again with 
astonishing and never to be forgotten fre- 
quency. In water where the bass of sum- 
mer seem unaccountably sluggish and 
slothful, the angler finds them fighting 
with eclat and persistence, going into the 
air again and again. If the reader thinks 
the leap of the mid-summer small-mouth 
is confusing, let him connect up with the 
same fish in October, when the tang of 
the season has thrilled the nerves of the 
fish. 


HE best lure is the surface-under- 

water type, of course, though when 
there is a quantity of floating leaves the 
angler had best attach a simon-pure un- 
derwater, it goes down below the leaves. 
Where the leaves are driven in-shore by a 
wind, or are held in a bend by the cur- 
rent, cast along the edge just as you fish 
out the edges of weed-beds in mid sum- 
mer. It is surprising how many bass will 
be found not only willing but eager to 
strike. The playing of them will require 
more than a plethora of skill, especially if 
the angler, wise in his day and genera- 
tion, affect ultra light tackle. A 3-ounce 
rod and a 2-pound small-mouth in Octo- 
ber spell sport and trouble. Take my 
word for it, October angling is more 


than worth while, it is piscatorial 
heaven. 
FTER all, it is the glory of the au- 


tumn, the reds and gold, the welcome 
kiss of the sun, the smell of the com- 
fortable camp-fire at noontime, all this 
and more that makes fall angling the 
sport of kings. At night one returns un- 
wearied, unburned by sun and wind, to 
sleep the sleep of the just, i. e., of a con- 
tented angler. 
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ISHERMEN who have not experi- 

enced the thrill of moonlight casting 
for bass on the St. Joseph River have 
missed a rare treat. 

There is an indescribable, soothing ele- 
ment in the very air that penetrates to 
the soul when the great, golden disk is 
riding high in the heaven and painting the 
stream’s placid bosom with the mellow 
touch of a master hand that weaves a 
mystery tale in each languid ripple. 

The green-garbed shores are illuminated 
by tiny, fairy-lantern flashes of countless 
fire-flies ; the sand bar projecting out from 
the mouth of the rippling creek glistens 
in the moonlight like a tongue of silver; 
the tiny shore lodgers are sending forth 
their weird, monotonous drone; the deep- 
voiced frog is booming on his throne over 
there in the lily pads; the old dragon-log 
thrusting its head just ahead there in the 
low water harbors in its peaceful shad- 
owed pool a bass, a small mouth, mon- 
arch of the stream, savage and alert, keen 
for the excitement of the kill and hungry 
for a square meal. 

Your bait lands with a splash in exactly 
the right spot, the heart of the shadow 
circle, The water fairly boils as the bass 
strikes. His first, killing lunge carries 
him up out of the water; you catch a 
glimpse of his glistening sides as he twists 
im the air in his vain endeavor to shake 
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loose the sharp, barbed hook. He drops 
back with a splash. He’s a dandy! You 
strike again, but not too hard this time. 
Again he comes leaping out, shaking his 
crafty old head like an enraged lion. 
Keep the line tight! Keep her tight! 
He comes running in toward the boat. 
You can’t reel her in fast enough. For 
a moment the line is slack and your heart 
sinks. Then the moment of suspense as 
you work to tighten up. You feel the 
vigorous tug of him again. He’s still 
fast! He runs! Down stream he goes, 
and the reel sings as the silk streams out. 
You tighten up again. He turns and 
heads back up and you swing him slowly 
in with hands just a little shaky from the 
excitement of the fight. Slowly you work 
him in towards the boat and the landing 
net. His runs become shorter as you tire 
him out. Back and forth he weaves at 
the end of an arching rod, still full of 
the fighting spirit but well nigh exhausted 
by the unequal strength. You sweep for 
him with the net and miss. Off he goes 
again, but he is soon checked. Then you 
gradually pull him back. He comes slowly 
now. He’s about all in. The net again. 
Ah, you have him: a wriggling, flopping 
prize—a beauty! 

Golly! 

And even if you don’t catch a single 
fish you will find it worth while. 


























Now for a right and left! 
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A useful brace. 
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Lou Smith washes a 
pup. 














An old soldier at an 


old game. 
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Steady, 


Old Top! 
































A day at 
Yellowleg 
Slough 


By 
Charles 
B. 


Morss. 


S a member of a small party I 
was, late one autumn, shooting 
sea-fowl at a lonely spot along 
the Atlantic coast. <A _ shift of 
weather had precipated’ an _ old-time 
“Noreaster” upon us in all its fury, 
and while without the raw winds whis- 
tled and roared and cold and frost lay 
siege to every “coin of vantage” around 
the inner walls of the snug shack that 
housed us the firelight leapt ruddtly and 
fell on contented faces. For shooting had 


been good, and though we killed not 
another bird, enough and more hung 
in the game shed ffor all _ hands, 
and so we lounged by the open 
hearth and held council on _ those 


topics so dear to sportsman hearts the 
broad land o’er, the shrill scream of be- 
lated winter yellowleg careering over on 
the wings of the storm came faintly to us 
adown the black chimney’s throat and 
gave rise to tales of other days when by 
some far sea meadow the big fellows on 
flight were dropping from September 
skies and swinging on sickle wings to the 
decoys. “You cum daown the first uv 
next season erlong ‘ith me, an’ I'll jest 
naterally show yer a sight uv them ar 
yellowlegs!” The speaker was Hiram, 
our host, a sport-loving and rustic Yan- 
kee and it was then and there agreed we 
would accept and with the incidents of 
that then distant date this recountal has 
to do 











E had been informed the slough hole 
was “right handy ter the depot” 


to detrain and to 
track in a_ south- 
we “couldn’t miss 


where we were 
walk along. the 
erly direction and 
.”. As a “right handy” distance 
comprises a term of more or less 
elasticity depending on the section of the 
country, we were prepared for a jaunt of 
a mile at least and perhaps several. How- 
ever, what was the surprise of my com- 
panion and self on alighting at the station 
to note within a couple of hundreds yards 
an extensive bit of watery marsh and 
meadow land about the margin of which 
several figures could be seen busily en- 
gaged. 

“Yesser, thet ther’s Yellerleg Slough,” 
vouchsafed a nondescript urchin toting a 
single-barrel. “Fellers is blindin’ up fer 
termorrer. Lots uv birds in ther. Cain’t 
shoot ’em though till comes mornin’ en 
sunup.” 

As he spoke, six black-breasters came 
curling over the station roof and on set 


wings went slanting downward toward 
the shimmering surface of the distant 
slough. 


The writer has hunted much over the 
marshes of the North and South and shot 
in many odd haunts of game, but for 
grotesqueness and features bordering on 
the unusual this particular spot is easily 
awarded the palm. At first glance it ap- 
peared about the last place a_ bay-bird 























The finishing touches. 











gunner would be likely to select as a 
place to seek his game. Its seeping sur- 
face on one side abutted for its entire 
length a railroad embankment along 
which a score of trains rolled daily, while 
the opposite shore paralleled high, rolling 
and bush-clad pasture land. Additionally 
it was but a figurative “hop, skip and 
jump” from the village hardby whose 
bells plainly brought to us the time as 
they tolled the passing hours of the day. 
To our unbounded surprise, as we neared 
the point of the slough nearest us, scores 
of birds appeared, unceremoniously feed- 
ing among decoys already placed, while 
others were constantly in air, trading to 
and fro over the five-mile stretch of salt 
marsh that separated us from the sand 
beach of Old Ocean. Of course the secret 
of it all was the presence in this freak 
place of their food in teeming abundance, 
for other places equally as attractive to 
look at lay not far away but the birds 
never resorted to them. 


HIRAM, by virtue of being an early 

bird, we found holding down three 
different strategic points upon which had 
been hastily thrown together rough blinds 
which, with a few decoys scattered about, 
had served to establish a sort of squatter’s 
claim, and these we now proceeded to 
put into a more finished state. As the vil- 
lage clock struck six our work was done, 
and seeking a pasture hillock whereon we 
had pitched our tent and which com- 
manded an extensive view of what was 
to be the scene of our next day’s activities, 
we watched the birds depart for ‘the 
nightly roost on the salt marshes, the last 
to leave being a flock of golden plover 
tailed off by a lone curlew. A dozen or 
so other sportsmen who had also fin- 
ished dressing their stands and rigging 
out could now be seen strolling up the 
track for town, some to sup and others to 
snatch a couple hours of rest ere return- 
ing to occupy and guard their blinds 
against pre-emption. For though many 
square miles of fine bay-bird country lay 
around us, it was a free-for-all section, 
and our particular spot, which one could 
now see with half an eye to be a good 
one for birds, was, on account of its 
known dependability and ease of access, 
a popular choice and the scene of no little 
competition for stands. 

The sun sank slowly to its Western 
couch and through the dusk a swarm of 
night herons came, floating in on silent 
wing and with sepulchral croak to flap 
and flutter about the darkened surface 
of the slough like the shadowy figures of 
a dream. Strange how little rest seems 
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to suffice to keep one fit at times. By mid- 
night our sleep was over, tent struck and 
rolled, for on its bare eminence it lay 
in the pathway of the thorning’s flight, 
and its white presence would have caused 
a shift in the usual flying of the birds. 

Though mid August, the night was 
singularly bright and clear and with a 
chill that brushed the meadows with a 
touch of frost, so that our fire of blaz- 
ing railroad ties spelled comfort indeed. 
Oceanward along the horizon gleaming 
shafts of light flamed and danced far up 
into the dome of night, the leaping fires 
of the aurora like a hundred search- 
lights whipping across the northern sky. 


T hourly intervals the stalwart Hiram, 

without a word, left the fire-lit circle, 
and in the capacity of the party’s official 
bouncer, made the rounds of the blinds to 
eject the one or more soundly snoozing 
occupants who had crept in and made 
themselves at home in fond belief that 
perchance the booths might not be claimed, 
the cherished delusion being rudely dis- 
pelled when a brawny palm closed upon 
the scuff of a neck as its owner was 
snaked bodily from within. 

Ere the first grey hint of dawn ap- 
peared to greet the fading morning star, 
I had given a final touch to the arrange- 
ments in my somewhat isolated blind and 
sat enjoying the venerable solace of my 
quiet moments, a pipe of fine cut, as ‘I 
watched the heron exodus. 

My nearest neighbors were two youths 
and a mongrel whelp, black as the ace of 
spades, who lay in a bush blind on a low 
ridge of the pasture jutting into the 
slough a gunshot on my left and which 
gave them a commanding sweep of two 
coves as well as at any low-flighting 
birds passing over to the main feeding 
flats below us. Clever shots were they 
and clever pup was he, albeit he got the 
surprise of his canine life that day after 
a manner quite unlooked for. But more 
of them anon. 

I had been informed black duck com- 
monly resorted to the spot during the 
quiet hours of the night, and had heard 
several jump out when approaching the 
blind by lantern light. Now, as I scanned 
the east for approaching game, three of 
the birds suddenly appeared in the half- 
light at the far end of the slang and set- 
ting their wings came scaling beautifully 
down and directly over the blind on the 
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The female of the species puts up some scrap. 


ridge. Of course it was close season on 
such game, but the impetuous sporting 
blood of youth was up and would not be 
denied, and as a shot rang out one of the 
birds let go, fell several feet, recovered 
its balance and sped on to join its now 
cloud-hunting mates. The argus-eyed 
warden, fortunately for the young nimrod, 
chanced to be at another point, and later 
in the day the young worthy confided it 
was a charge of 10s that had scorched 
the bird so heavily. 


A3: is sometimes the case, the flight was 
late in arriving, but candor compels 
me to state that whatever doubts I may 
have previously entertained as to the qual- 
ity of sport likely to be had were speedily 
dispelled upon its appearance, for rarely 
have birds come better. The advance 
guard seemed to come from nowhere all 
at once and the flight flowed steadily in 
after the start and, contrary to general 
prediction, swept in from a quarter op- 
posite from that anticipated. 

It followed a cut through the hilly pas- 
ture land, 90 per cent of the birds coming 
in over the head of a lone shooter rigged 











Some real action. 






at a tiny pool in a pocket quite isolated 
and removed from the main slough; a 
spot regarded as one of the “Hobson’s- 
choice” variety, never good as a rule ex- 
cept for stray shots and used only as a 
last resort by late comers in the field. 
But for once its occupant had his hands 
full, for the birds came with a rush that 
must have made him sigh for the auto- 
matic he had that day exchanged for a 
double gun. Nevertheless he gave them 
a warm reception which invariably had 
the result of sending them along to us at 
topnotch speed and there were moments 
when the air was filled with a confusion 
of twisting and darting forms and wildly 
clamorous throats running the gantlet 
of our fire, as like miniature flamingoes 
with trailing legs and gyrating necks they 
strove on desperate wing to put distance 
behind them. 

The mongrel pup of my youthful neigh- 
bors, much to my surprise, now came to 
the fore in the shape of a splendid re- 
triever, especially for his owners. The 
muck and mire through which he wal- 
lowed and floundered soon had him a 
sight for the gods, but naught cared he 
for this, and his cup of canine bliss 
seemed never so full as when making a 
dash to beat some shooter to his game, 
to appropriate and bear in triumph to his 
masters. However, it was this propen- 
sity that was to shortly prove his un- 
doing, and for that day at least dampen 
his ardor for further retrieving. 


ID-MORNING came bringing as 
usual a lessening in the yellowleg 
flight, and now, as only an occasional bird 
was being grassed, occurred one of those 
incidents of a sportsman’s day such as 
never departs from memory’s gallery. In 
a distant blind was shooting this day one 
“Saggahew Joe,” so-called -by reason of 
his half-breed extraction; a water rat 
and incomparable caller. Suddenly, from 
his blind came. rippling the golden plover’s 
call in all its lifelike and perfect seduc- 
tiveness. My bag contained, among other 
things, a half dozen black- 'breasters, but 
of the former species I had seen none, 
though earlier in the day I fancied I had 
once caught their faint, far note. 
But the breed’s keen’ eye, always and 
so easily sweeping beyond our range of 
(Continued on page 618) 
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The Monarch of the 


OME the days of autumn with 
all the lurid and virile things of 
nature calling to the man of the 
Outdoors. With the crisis of the 
seasons comes another ; the ferocious, rod- 
breaking, monster of the forest rimmed 
lakes and the rivers where the glowing, 
savage colors of the ripe hardwoods and 
birch thickets paint those colors which 
tend to stir in the bosom of the red- 
blooded Angler Of Great Fishes imme- 
diate action. The muskie is in the offing! 
The swirl of his heart-breaking rushes 
are alredy washing the dead, drift leaves 
of the waters along the silent shores. 


W E are leaving for the front. We are 
going into the enemy’s sector, and 
in order to meet him on even terms the 
question most paramount is, are we prop- 
erly equipped and trained for the task 
before us? 

To bring him forth from his aquatic 
retreats is the primary effort. The test 
of mastership is another phase of the 
story, and one in which nothing but a cool 
nerve and the help of the Good Being 
can decide. Let us inventory our lures. 
We know ther from the latest artificial 
to the most ancient of them all, the live 
minnow. But it is more than a matter 
of sentimental taste now that we are ac- 
tually in the danger zone, and the line is 
ready for the zero hour. If we are 
after his scalp let us go! Hook on that 
old veteran of a lifetime of anglers, let 
the reel hum its song with the cast where 
common sense tells us he should be and 
have the old gaff hcok handy in case of 
need. For most surely there will be trou- 
ble there in the heart’ of the woods when 
the King of all lures drifts over the 
home of the Tiger! Use large minnows 
There is the secret of the game, you 
men who go into the red sun after that 
record breaker of which we are all more 
or less prone to dream of. Let the 
muskie bait be a minnow anywhere from 
six inches to the sky as the limit. 

_ A six-inch minnow, personally speak- 
ing, should be the minimum size for the 
big fish. I wish I could actually give you 


a look-see at my old favorite bait bucket, 


By 
Ben C. Robinson 


nothing there but fish which the small 
boy of the brookside would be glad to 
have on his stringer of willow for the 
evening fry pan at home. I have taken 
muskies and witnessed the taking of a 
great many others larger than what I 
have had the pleasure of claiming that 
were inveigled into the limelight of de- 
feat on baits that would weigh well 
over the one pound mark. Three seasons 
ago I recall being on the stage of a 
twenty-five pounder’s downfall. This 
fish fell to the wiles of a “stone roller” 
(black sucker), measuring well over the 
twelve inches. This is what one might 
call heavy fishing with heavy bait. To 
the angler who has never had a great deal 





The muskie, my boy! is a fighter 
from away back and worth a pan 


fish for bait, any time. 











of experience with this sort of live bait 
fishing there is something rather vague 
at the first trial as to just whether or 
not any fresh water fish will be at all 
interested in baits of such a large caliber. 
I will confess that my first attempts at 
“big bait” fishing for large muskies was 
entered with a great amount of skepti- 
cism. This same attitude I believe to be 
prevalent though with all new bait ven- 
tures. The first success though brings 
immediate confidence, and afterwards one 
gains trust in the efficiency of that par- 
ticular lure with a resulting mastership 
in that medium. 


HERE has been a great deal of writ- 
ing and talk devoted to the discussion 


Painted Streams 


of what particular species of minnows 
are best adapted to muskellonge fishing. 
The run chub, first! He is unquestion- 
ably the best bid for a heavy strike. 
Taken from the fresh, invigorating 
waters of a spring brook, not a pond, re- 
member, he has that keen vitality and 
action which seems to be the preference 
of the eccentric muskie. The majority of 
the muskie anglers will unhesitatingly 
choose this lure for their. leader. Next, 
the sucker, either the “white sucker” or 
the black, or “stone roller,” as he is termed. 
I can not define any radical difference 
between the species as to their superiority 
over one another. There is this in favor 
of the black sucker; he is perhaps the 
hardiest bait fish that floats. On a heavy 
hook, with considerate use, he will last 
not only one day, but I have used them 
for as much as three days steady fish- 
ing, but remember this was slow trolling 
and still fishing. At the end of the day’s 
use unhook the bait with care, do not 
hurt the bait by squeezing, and place back 
in the bait container. He will be fresh 
for the following day’s use. 


ARELY ever will the run chub be 
found to attain over six or eight 
inches at the outside. Place all the small- 
er ones carefully back in the _ brook; 
they will do for some other time or 
man, remember. With the suckers it is 
different. They range to a geodly size, 
and one can be more particular about 
size. From six to sixteen inches are 
keepers. 

Wherever there are muskie sections 
there also will be small spring brooks and 
ponds. The ponds should be spring fed 
to be worth consideration. It is a re 
munerative rule to always remember that 
nothing but spring water, spring fed 
places, produce the prime bait which 4 
discriminating and successful muskie 
angler takes his chances with. Othet 
waters might contain the same species 0 
minnow, but they will not attract the 
old epicurean of the painted rivers like 
those I have formerly mentioned. Now 
as to how to go about the matter of ob 
taining these baits: 
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HERE are two practical methods; 

there are a dozen impractical ways 
and contrivances. Let us assume that we 
are of at least the average intelligence 
and consider the practical ways. Where 
it is a one-man outfi¢ and there has been 
a limit of space so that seines were not 
included, the minnow hook and a short 
length of fine line will do the trick. 
Angleworms, grasshoppers or the white 
meat of salt pork, etc., will do nicely as 
bait for the hook. A short wythe from 
a willow for a rod. Test those pools 
where the current cuts under a _ bank, 
eddies about old logs and drifts, and those 
wide, sunny pools of more proportions. 
In the first named you will hook the pre- 
mier of baits, the run chub. Snub him at 
his first dash and -he will not be seriously 
hurt and in no way impaired for use. 
In the wide pools are the suckers—but 
never mind about them, for they are not 
liable to take the hook very readily; they 
are for the seine. Shiners might best 
be tossed back; they die easily and con- 
taminate the others. If at all procurable 
and an extra man can be had, use a min- 
now seine of eight-foot length. The mesh 
should be large enough to allow the 
worthless bait’to pass by. Waders, short 
rubber boots, or better yet, a bathing suit 
and old shoes, are the proper side kickers 
with this method. But be sure and have 
the protection of something in the way 
of clothing on your person, not so much 
because of style or decency, but for a 
more practical reason. Mosquitoes 
swarm in the shadow of the thickets and 
weeds that overlap the streams. And 
woe be to the poor deluded wretch that 
gets caught in there with no covering for 
his anatomy. 


H: AUL these places where the water is 
of a depth to shelter good-sized 
brook fish. Remember that these little 
fishes are extremely shy and with the 
noise of approach they will congregate in 
the shelter of any brush or drifts which 
occur in the stream. Let a man take 
each brail of the seine and move steadily 
with it down stream, keeping close to the 
shore. Keep on the alert for snags, 


Was Buffalo Bill a Fake Shot 


there will be a host of them, and at the 
first hint of one engaging the net reach 
down and carefully disengage it so as 
to not let the fish already in the net es- 
cape. Keep close to the bank, as there is 
where the scared fish try to pass the 
seine. Now let another man go below at 
a distance and with a brush stir the 
water, working up to the seine. If there 
is a drift thereabouts or leaning bushes 
stir under them, get the water deeply 
riled. Land the seine on a nicely slop- 
ing, sandy shingle if at all possible. Let 
the two men at the brails come out even- 
ly; the extra man can now keep the lead 
line on the bottom clear and there will 
be no hitch at all. In a good, well- 
stocked stream twenty minutes’ work with 
a minnow seine should fill the minnow 
bucket with a supply to keep four rods 
working in average muskie ground for 
nearly a week. That is with conserva- 
tive use of the baits, 


HEN moving from one location to 

afrether, as in shore casting, keep the 
baits in the minnow bucket. Do this by 
dropping the hooked minnow in with 
enough line to hold it there, and close the 
lid down lightly over the lines just enough 
to prevent weeds and brush from dragging 
the bait from the pail. 

A large bait container for surplus min- 
nows is a necessity on an extended trip. 
Go to a tin shop before leaving for the 
woods and have this made. At your 
grocer’s you will find cracker cans of 
thin metal, a yard in height by 18 inches 
over the top. At the tin shop have a lin- 
ing made of heavy screening with bottom 
solder on. At the top have a trap lid 
with hinge, fastener and staple for fast- 
ener to fit in soldered on. A short piece 
of wire run through fastener and bent 
will keep the lid solid. The can must 
have a tight fitting lid for transit of 
contents. After the contents of container 
are at the place of operations the lining 
can be removed and thrown into the 
water and tied with a heavy rope. Sub- 


merge it where it can not be seen by 
those who might be so unscrupulous as 
to adopt it for their own needs. At the end 
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of a day’s fishing what minnows are left 
over in the smaller bait pail which will 
be used on the river can be poured back 
in the container and will be fresh for the 
next day’s use. 


YW Aree should be changed often on 
minnows in transport, and when 
going at a great distance by rail or wagon 
where fresh water is difficult to obtain 
a small piece of ice is a good thing to 
add, as it serves to keep the water fresher. 
Shake the minnows often as possible. This 
helps air stale water and will keep the 
bait alive. This last named remedy is only 
necessary where fresh water is out of the 
question, 

When not in use the pail with bait 
should be hung over the side of the boat 
or suspended from a branch on the shore 
into the water. Do not handle minnows 
more than absolutely necessary to place 
on hook and keep the bait immersed in the 
water all the time if possible. Whipping 
the bait through the air kills them soon, 


TILL fishing does not require the 

number of bait that casting with a 
spoon or spinner does. Trolling with a 
slowly moving boat is one of the most 
efficient methods and easiest on _ bait. 
Skittering along the edge of weed beds 
and drifts can be done with an exhausted 
minnow if hitched to a spoon or tandem 
spinner as well as though the bait were 
fresh. At all events try and be as con- 
servative with your supply of bait as 
possible, and figuring the thing down as 
closely as possible, if you land a good 
fish with a total of half a dozen large 
minnows per fish you are doing good 
work indeed and should feel compli- 
mented. There are even with large bait 
using a good per cent of smaller wall-eyes, 
and some bass who will look upon your 
offerings with eyes that are out of pro- 
portion to their stomachs, 

The old King Pins of the river are out 
there looking for your best offering in 
the way of a prime minnow, remember, 
and when the frost gives way from the 
mouldering logs back in the woods on 
the shore, let’s hope you land your cast 
where he looks with favor. 





Was Buffalo Bill a Fake Shot? 


UFFALO BILL the man was not 

a fake; nor was his shooting! 

True, for glass ball work he used 

a smooth bore rifle with shot 
shells, and yet to dust these balls, hand 
thrown, while astride a galloping horse, 
was not as simple as it might have ap- 
peared. All the years of his cunning with 
pistol and rifle were pressed into service 
to make this feature of his work a suc- 
cess. It was the supreme artisanship of 
a finished natural pointer, and as a snap- 
shooter, Buffalo Bill’s peer never lived. 
I question if the future generations will 
ever produce his equal. 

No man in the world was more en- 
thusiastic in the shooting ability of 
Buffalo Bill than was Colonel Cody him- 
self. Like the artist or the painter or the 
man of letters who felt a justifiable pride 
in some wonder achievement, just so Buf- 


By 
Captain Frank 
Winch 


falo Bill interested himself in a constant 
emulation for betterment. Egoism was 
entirely foreign to that grand old plains- 
man, but his pride was everlastingly set 
on his accomplishments with the six-gun 
or rifle. Time and time again I have 
been standing near the rear exit of the 
arena as the Colonel, amid tumultuous 
applause from the thousands scattered 
throughout the inclosure, finished his 
shooting exhibition. Handing the rifle to 
the ordnance master, Cody would turn to 


Johnny Baker and say: “What's the score 


to-day, Johnny? Missed two?  That’s 
hell, ain’t it. Got to do better to- 
morrow.’ 


FOR twenty-five years, the last quarter 
century of his arenic life, Buffalo Bill 
never had a front or rear sight on his 
rifle, nor did he use but one gun, nor did 
he always have the same man to throw 
the balls. There were stacked in the 
ordnance rack a rifle for every per- 
formance, and some to spare. This num- 
ber was made necessary by virture of the 
limited time between showing and travel- 
ing for the proper care of merely one 
gun. There were over thirty guns with 
the show, the-kind that you or I or any- 
one who had the desire could have pur- 
chased from a sporting gooas dealer or 
the Winchester company. Cody did not 
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always use the same horse, and the man 
who hand-threw the balls from the back 
of a second galloping pony was selected 
from any one of a half dozen cowboys 
who happened to have nothing else to do 
at the moment. Light conditions varied, 
as did the wind; one day it stormed, the 
next was terrifically brilliant, one show 
lot was smooth and even, the next was a 
mire of mud or studded with chuck holes. 


O one ever saw Colonel Cody wear 

glasses while in the arena, and they 
never saw him read a paper without them. 
His eyesight in later life failed rapidly— 
he could not have seen the sights on his 
rifle if he had them, with a telescope. And 
yet, withall, he averaged, season after sea- 
son, until his last year in public life, bet- 
ter than 97 per cent, and in all these 
years never once taking deliberate aim. 
He was not only a natural pointer and 
snap-shooter but a terrifically accurate 
one. It was just this superlative mastery 
of the art of marksmanship that led many 
to believe that Buffalo Bill as a shot was 
a fakir. Cody lived in a day when any- 
one addicted to fake shooting would have 
quickly depopulated himself from the 
community. He shunted through his 
shooting curriculum in the academy of 
the prairies; he knew but little of the 
shooting position; he overlooked the high 
art of ballistics, gun dope, telescopes and 
the what nots of the rifle range. But he 
did learn to shoot, quick and _ straight. 
Megaphone to the bad lands and listen to 
the rattle of Indian bones in vehement 
protestation that Buffalo Bill was a fake 
shot, the testimony being somewhat of a 
personal nature. 


ODY was never interested in trick or 

fancy shooting, both terms being mis- 
used as a correct interpetation of faking. 
There is no such thing as trick shooting 
unless it’s a fake; there are, however, men 
and women who follow the pastime of 
bang, bang, who by virtue of years and 
years of practice, can drive tacks, split 
cards, spell your name and draw bullet 
pictures, and this can properly be called 
fancy shooting, quite different from the 
spellbinder who, by use of legerdemain 
fakes his way through life, to the dis- 
credit of the game at large and to the 
utter amazement of a gaping audience. I 
resent the work of the fakir as an insult 
to that great body of men and women 
who have and are devoting time and 
brains and money to the promotion of 
marksmanship as a national sport, and I 
despise the fakir for the aspersions he 
casts on the memory of one of God’s own 
noblemen, the late Col. William Frederick 
Cody, who during life suffered the mental 
anguish of being classed with the cheats 
of the rifle game, and who in death has 
had his memory besmirched by the oft 
repeated insinuation that his work with 
firearms was faked. 

I have met the fakir on the stage in 
America and the music halls of Europe, 
but never under canvas or on the show 
lot where without the aid of artificial 
light and black cloths, this miserable 
creature would stand revealed as a 
fraud. 


OR the edification of those who wish 

to experiment with some of the “amaz- 
ing” feats of the fakir, there follows di- 
rections for duplicating the most impor- 
tant of these alleged wonder stunts. If 
in this expose I draw upon my towsled 
head the anathema of the world’s “cham- 
pions,” if there are any who dispute the 
solutions as herewith given, if there are 
any who deny this treatment of their art, 


Field and Stream 











Buffalo Bill at home. 


to them I make the statement, not a chal- 
lenge, for the reason it would not be 
accepted, that I will duplicate any shot or 
shots seen on the average vaudeville 
stage; and more than that, give me a 
man or woman who will make an affidavit 
that they have never fired a rifle in their 
life, and I will have them do the fakes 
blindfolded ! 

You who have seen wizards of the rifle 
do things that defied every law of gravi- 
tation, the science of ballistics, and ac- 
complish the impossible in such a _ be- 
wildering and uncanny accuracy have 
doubted your very sense of comprehen- 
sion. You have been led to believe that 
it was skill, like years ago the magician 
laid claim to occult power for his mys- 
tifying feats, the latter frankly admits 
that he faked, but the rifleman of the 
stage must be forced to a show down. 


MONG the features of a classy shoot- 

ing act will be found these: breaking 
of little white disks with sickening reg- 
ularity, buzzing bullets through the tiny 
centre hole of a phonograph record, blow- 
ing out lighted matches or candles, split- 
ting a bullet on the edge of a knife blade, 
ringing bull’s eyes so fast you couldn't 
count them, shooting with mirrors, with- 
out them, with cards over the sights, 








If any man knew Colonel Cody 
and could value him at his true 
worth it was Captain Winch, the 
man who was with him in the 
show business for years. 











shooting upside down, flat ways, back- 
wards, over and under barrels, tables and 
chairs, from every conceivable place from 
the footlights to the toppermost rail in 
the gallery—and never a miss! 

Cody didn’t do this and couldn’t. He 
hated and abhorred a fake. A main es- 
sential in this sort of shooting is to have 
your targets arranged against a_ back- 
ground of black—turn up the footlights 
full glare, have as much light as possible 
between the audience and yourself and 
as little as you can between you and the 
background. The first experiment will 
consist of breaking a row of little white 
oyster crackers. Have a handful for dis- 
play, throw a couple to the audience, eat 
one or two and crumble another or so and 
scatter the dust on the stage. This to 
enhance the realism and prove con- 
clusively that the objective points are 
small and fragile. Step to the background 
and fasten one by one a string of these 
crackers across the length of the back 
stop, say forty in a row, the gun is aimed, 
a whir of bullets and every cracker 
smashed. But—the handful of crackers 
repose safely in a black box set on a 
shooting table near the back stop, where 
the hand moved swifter than the eye in 
the so doing. In place of putting up 
these marks, you deftly twist an inflated 
toy rubber balloon, painted black, except 
one spot of white, so that this spot faces 
the audience and at the distance no eye 
can detect it from the disk of flour made 
into a cracker. The black portion of the 
balloon melds with the black background, 
The balloons are ten inches in diameter, 
and the shell loaded with fine shot! 


NOTHER feat that has the sem- 
blance of real art is the use of a 
phonograph. Anyone knows how brittle 
these disks are and very easily broken 
and were the bullet to penetrate the little 
hole in the centre it would really be an 
expostition of fine marksmanship, but it 
doesn’t, and here’s why. Just back of the 
easel on which the record rests is a piece 
of sheet steel about four times the size 
of the record. Of course, one might 
shoot through the hole, or it would serve 
the purpose as well so far as the ringing 
of the bull’s eye was concerned if aim 
were taken anywhere in a space eight or 
ten inches below the bottom of the disk. 
It would be safer and the bull would ring 
anyway. 
Next comes the splitting of a bullet on 
a knife blade standing edgewise to the 
shooter. There are many ramifications to 
this piece of foolery, such as the use of 
apples or candles or paper to prove that 
the bullet actually was split on the blade. 
Take for instance, two apples. Place them 
on a stand just in front of the black back- 
ground, each apple to rest on either side 
of the blade which you stick upright in 
the table top. Aim, fire. Toss the apples 
out in the audience and it will be shown 
that each have an aperture clean through 
caused by a piece of the split bullet, or tt 
might be explained in this fashion: just 
in back of the spot where the apples are 
placed, have two good-sized nails pro 
trude through the black cloth, smudge 
these before hand with a little burnt lamp 
black, this for powder stain, impale each 
apple on a nail. As the proof of the shot 
is the hole in the apple this manner will 
do as well as any other and, as a matte 
of fact, has served its purpose for amy 
number of years. 


T° light a match with the first shot and 
put it out with the second, ringing 4 
bull’s eye at the same time. Borrow 4 
match from one of the spectators, but 
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no means use it. Lay it on the table and 
use the one that’s waiting there for you. 
Bang, the match is lit. 

The match used was not a match at all, 
but a nail, white painted with the head 
dipped in a chemical that anyone can buy 
in a drug store for a penny or so. Along 
side of this “match” setting in a groove 
is a block of wood, painted black, of 
course; this is at least eight inches wide 
and invisible owing to the black back- 
ground. On the match side of the wooden 
block is pasted a piece of coarse emery 
cloth. Hit the block; this jumps back in 
groove, the emery scrapes the chemical 
head and the astoundingly difficult feat 
of lighting a match with a rifle ball is 
accomplished. Blowing out the match, 
and ring a bull at the same time, to make 
a string of -bulls in a whirr of firing, to 
break two tiny glass balls by firing simul- 
taneously a rifle from each hand, to play 
a xylophone with bullets come next in 
the entertainment. For most of these un- 
canny feats of shooting skill the chief es- 
sential is a background made of boiler 
plate steel, with a generous concave, for 
instance, in blowing out the match, set 
the flaming article near the centre of the 
cave backstop, which, of course, is painted 
black and -to all appearances has a flat 
surface, and if you are marksman enough 
to put the ball anywhere within a foot of 
the match the spraying lead and gush of 
air will blow it out, and lead against steel 
will ring. Start two little glass -balls 
swinging from a string, pick up tworrifles 
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Currituck Canvasbacks 


By 


William Barber Haynes 


T did seem an absurd and one-sided 
question to decide, but Bob and I 
were discussing seriously whether on 
the morrow we would go where we 
could kill forty ducks, or to another 
place where we would get six if lucky. 

The difference lay in the fact that the 
six would be canvasbacks or nothing, and 
the place we would get them in would not 
yield up the big string of redheads and 
blackheads that would be ours if we took 
a blind “outside.” 

For by “outside” is meant the great, 
broad open water of Currituck Sound, the 
main channel, where a constant stream of 
wedgeshaped flocks of redheads and 
blackheads travel up and down, with 
eyes open for rafts to decoy to. 

“Inside” means the broad waters lying 
back of the string of islands that marks 
the edge of the “outside” main channel. 
_ As we weighed the matter, I was broil- 
ing a fat canvasback on a stick over the 
wood fire in the little cottage. Bob 
stepped to the door and listened out into 
the clear starlit night. 

“When you get that duck broiled, come 
out here and listen to ’em talk,” was his 
Invitation as he slipped outside. 

The canvasback sputtered, as it dripped 
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loaded with shot shells, and the rest is 
easy. The xylophone stunt requires as- 
sistance from the five and ten cent store. 
Purchase a dozen or so of the sticks with 
an iron knob that takes a paper cap and 
explodes when the Fourth of July cele- 
brant pounds them against the sidewalk. 
Turn down the lights so that you are in 
semi-darkness, with light showing on the 
musical instrument back stage, take your 
rifle in hand and do nothing at all until 
your assistant behind stage has completed 
your act, then arise, up with the lights 
and bow for the applause. Needless to 
say that there should be an extra xylo- 
phone set off stage for your capable as- 
sistant to pound the earsome melody of 
“Home Sweet Home.” 


GHOOTING through the neck of a bot- 
tle and extinguishing a lighted candle 
at the other end without breaking the 
neck is an interesting experiment and 
somewhat new to the game. This is done 
in this manner: first select a quart bottle, 
any color, take a diamond cutter and run 
a deep ring around the bottom, place it in 
a rack or have your assistant hold it for 
you against a -background in front of a 
lighted candle. The background is fas- 
tened on a spring with a sharp nail pro- 
truding. Fire a bullet, hit the background; 
the rebound will cause the nail to smash 
the glass, putting out the light at the 
same time. Not much in the telling, but 
rather interesting to watch. These are 
the tricks that are. mostly in use by the 
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stage experts. There still remains an- 
other—one so far never seen in public 
and one that I conjured up for the bene- 
fit of a few selected friends who dis- 
puted my statement that anything could 
be faked in shooting. I donate this to 
the cause of fakedom; it is not patented, 
so go to it. 


Priest, take a good-sized tumbler, fill 
it with water, and across the top lay 
a playing card. The objective is to shoot 
the card from the top of the glass without 
hitting the glass or card. In other words, 
you may frankly state that you have ac- 
quired such a degree of proficiency that 
you can so aim that your bullet will go 
within a thousandth part of an inch of the 
card and be carried off the glass-by a 
crease of air. Anyway, the card will 
come off and the glass uninjured, and 
here’s how. First a black thread, then a 
tiny bit of gum. Thread fastened to a 
board about eight inches square, painted 
black and hanging just back of the glass 
and above. Hit the bottom of the board, 
card flies off, and the sensation is ac- 
complished. 
And so on ad infinitum. 


OF these finer arts of shooting Buffalo 
Bill knew nothing. The late Col. 
Wm. F. Cody was the princely personifi- 
cation of man—square fisted, square shoul- 
dered, and miles by miles square in that 
great wondrous heart of his in all his 
dealings with God’s man, his fellow man. 
Buffalo Bill was not a fake shot! 
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melted grease onto the -pine knots, 
and I soon put it on a plate to 
cool and joined Bob outside the 
door. 


HERE was a slow shifting of 

the night air from the east, 
something less than a breeze, and 
on its‘ quiet breath came the inde- 
scribable babble of thousands of 
swan and Canada geese. To our 
shore in the dark a goose was 
coming, about a half mile to the 
north, his croaking honk shifting, 
as his strong wings -took him 
closer and closer to shore. 

Out to the dark sky I sent the 
call of the Canada goose, and 
heard the answer as the big fel- 
low turned and followed up the 
shore to the call, passing unseen, 
but much heard, at what seemed 
a scant hundred yards over us. 

“That’s the best reason we 
should take that canvasback blind 
‘inside,’” said Bob. “Maybe we 
will get another crack at the 
geese back there.” 

Now that canvasback blind had 
proven a winner on geese for ts. 























Gathering them in. 


The first day we had tried it, four big 
Canada geese winnowed by at about sev- 
enty-five yards, and only two lived to tell 
the tale of the whistling loads of Double 
B shot that had curled up their com- 
panions. 

“Remember how they splashed when 
they hit; remember those great white 
backed canvas—let’s pass up the ‘outside’ 
and play the ‘big league’ stuff to-morrow; 
haven’t you killed enough ducks that are 
‘just ducks’ to-day?” 

“Let’s see if that canvasback is cool 
enough to eat,” I evaded; but the clamor 
of the geese had won me to Bob’s idea. 

“Listen to ’em,” said Bob, as he shut 
the door on the babel of croaking birds. 


OMETIME, when tired of duck cooked 

in your usual manner, I want you to 
try a bird broiled on a stick over a wood 
fire. In the first place the duck must be 
fat, and, of course, it must be picked, 
for a skinned bird might as well be thrown 
away. 

Dampen the bird and rub on a season- 
ing of salt, then run a stick through the 
bird and broil it in the yellow flame of 
a wood fire. 

The grease will run from the bird, and, 
catching fire, will turn a small roaring 
furnace loose and thus in the fire of its 
own making you broil the bird, reversing 
on the stick to thoroughly cook the other 
end. 

At the finish you should have a browned 
bird, almost burnt in spots, and the grease 
smiles at you through -the burned crack- 
ling. It should take twenty-five minutes 
in a wood stove and an extra ten min- 
utes over an open fire, provided you have 
nerve enough to keep it in the yellow 
grease flare itself and move it out when 
it catches fire. 


*T* HEN you will have something to eat; 

different and better than anything you 
have ever tried, unless, perchance in the 
old days, when all things were for sale 
in the land, you chanced to drop into 
some such place as the sand-floored Café 
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Louisiane in New Orleans, or a certain 
French restaurant in downtown New 
York, where, for a price, you could get 
duck broiled as well as the one Bob and 
I sat down to. 

As Bob reveled in 
broiled canvasback, he said: “Wouldn't 
some jelly go good on it?” At this, I 
asked him if he had ever read “Colonel 
Carter of Cartersville,” by H. Hopkinson 
Smith, in which the lovable Colonel had 
explained why he allowed his guests to 
put jelly on venison, but refused, suh, to 
let them put it on canvasback duck. 

It runs something like this, “The deer, 
suh, lives on the tender buds of the sugar 
maple. There is a propriety and a justice 
in his ending his days smothered in 
sweets. But the wild duck, suh, is bawn 
of the salt ice, braves the storm and lives 
a life of peril and hardship. You don’t 
degrade an oyster or a soft shell crab with 
confectionery. Why then, a canvasback 
duck? 

“Tt is the salt marsh in the early morn- 
ing you are tasting, suh, not molasses 
candy.” 

And Bob agreed that there could be no 
going back of such authority, and re- 
minded me that our friends at the Balti- 
more Club had a similar view of sauces, 
or, in fact, anything that might be used 
to profane a raw Lynnhaven oyster. 


the delights of 


HAT canvasback was wonderful, and 
we finished it down to the bony bar- 

As I pitched the bones out doors, 
Bob said: “I don’t suppose there is any 
doubt where you want to shoot to-mor- 
row,” and, as if in answer, came the 
“groak, groak” of a flock of Canadas from 
a mile out in the Sound, 

“No, I guess not,” I said, as I came in 
and shut the door. It’s ‘cans’ or nothing.” 


rel. 


* * * * * 


HE canvasback blind had been so 
named by its owner because he be- 


lieved that, week in and week out, it was 
the greatest canvasback blind in the 
world. 

By canvasbacks he meant the celery-fed 
birds, which, he said, were so different 
from the Western birds, that as a duck 
buyer in the old days he refused Western 
canvasbacks at forty cents each, but was 
willing the same day to pay $5 for a pair 
of the celery-fed bird. 

Being from Ohio, our canvasbacks, of 
course, would fall under the head of 
“Western” (?) canvasbacks, and as we 
have three or four better duck in Ohio 
than the canvas, I was not disposed to de- 
fend the “can” of my own State against 
these plump birds such as Bob and I had 
eaten. 

This blind, well out from the islands, 
faced out on a two-mile circle of open 
water studded with shallow bars in which 
the canvasbacks dug out the wild celery 
roots. The proof that the ducks dug out 
the roots lay in a multitude of holes that 
lay on the bars like blue gill beds in May, 
only the duck holes were bigger, quite 
large enough to bury a duck in. It is said 
that the duck holds to the root with his 
bill and fans the ground from it with his 
wings, thus making the hole. 

Our guides, Bill and Wils O’Neil, put 
out a double set of canvasback decoys; 
Bill went back with his boat and Wils 
stayed in the blind with Bob and I. 


HE wind came from the southeast 
and steadily increased to half a gale 

to the delight of Wils. 
He pointed to a great raft of duck that 
had been forming a mile to the north of 
us. “Solid canvasback,” he declared; 





“there’s a boat coming from inside the 
island that will raise them and we will 
get some splits.” 

As the boat approached, the big raft 
of ducks rose in a smoky blur. “All can- 
vas,” muttered Wils. “Get down, here 
comes a single. Take him.” The great 
cloud of canvasback had swung, swift as 
a storm, to our side, and split into wedge- 
shape ribbons that sliced the sky above us, 
As the great drake set his wings and low- 
ered, four flocks in the air looked as if 
they might come. I heard Wils say some- 
thing about “a bird in the hand,” and 
the canvasback went over the outer rim of 
the decoys, skirted the west edge, whirled, 
and came straight at the corner of the 
blind where Wils was crouched. He 
knew as well as we did, that he must take 
the shot, as we could not shoot past him, 
and, as the guide’s gun spoke, the first 
“can” wilted. “If any more come like 
that, I’ll drop down and you take them 
over me,” said Wils. “It’s all right, old 
boy,” we assured him. 


V ILS explained his decision. “Never 

pass a sure thing for a maybe; those 
flocks of canvas were too high to be safe 
to depend on. They would have passed 
straight over us about ninety yards high, 
looked straight down on us and seen 
enough.” Then this one big bird would 
have been gone and he patted the flecked 
white back of the dead bird and dropped 
it to the floor of the blind. 

Something about the thick neck and 
pointed diamond-shaped head of the can- 
vasback had always reminded me of 
something I had seen somewhere, but 
could not place, and, as the great bird 
died, his head darted forward, the power- 
ful neck swelled, and the resemblance 
was located and likened in my mind to 
the strong neck and pointed head of a 
rattler, Call it high crime to put such 
a comparison on paper, call it Lese 
Mayjeste. That’s what it looked like. 

From the circling flock of birds in came 
another. He checked his flight over the 
decoys. “Take him, Bob,” I whispered, 
and at the crack of the gun the bird fell. 

It was almost a straight run of single 
canvasback that came on the stiff breeze 
to the churning decoys. The next bird 


came on my side of the blind, and I gave 
him an eight-foot lead. The number six 
shot caught him squarely and he dropped, 
a fifty-yard cross shot, very dead. 





Quite enough. 
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Then Bob killed on his turn at the next 
single. 


VY QupestuL birds they were in 
their thick coat of winter feathers, 
powerful of lung and wing. 

“Here comes one,” said Wils, and, as 
it was my turn, I crossed the blind as the 
bird shifted to the east and another fifty- 
five-yard cross flying canvas hit the water. 

Bob had been murmuring against the 
shot as being too light for the long ranges 
and had found a couple of No. 3 shot 
shells. “Don’t use those,” I warned, “I 
tried them and they’ll stick sure,” but 
the warning came too late and the shell 
jammed partly in, just as Wils said 
“Get down.” 

Bob tugged savagely at the action, but 
the shell still stuck, and it was his turn, 
too. The grey-backed bird swept past like 
a hurricane. 

“Take him,” said Bob, helplessly, and I 
took him—dead. 

30b threw the swollen shell far out in 
the Sound. 

Wils was saying, “If the wind holds to 
the southeast and we don’t run out of 
powder, we'll get a million to-day—that 
is, if you fellows keep on finding them 
like you’re doing.” 

Then came a flock of eight. They split 
and swung to both sides of the blind, 
tar out, 

“Now,” said Bob, and I rose to take the 
bird that had come to the west side. It 
seemed that I held right, but I didn’t get 
him, and the rest of the bunch seemed 
* _— gone scot free to the east of the 
ind, 


UST as I whirled, too late to get in 

on it, however, I saw a bird wince to 
Bob’s last shot. 

“He’s ours,” yelled Wils. 
death wound he’s carrying.’ 


“That’s his 
The great 





The Goshawk and the Geese 


drake had left the flock; he winnowed a 
staggering hard quarter of a mile, then his 
beating wings started te lower him; he 
sailed for fifty feet, and, when he could 
hold those great wings out no more, he 
died in the air, like a gentleman, and 
splashed to float dead and belly up. 

And, as he died, so died the betraying 
decoy tossing southeast gale that flattened 
out into occasional windy puffs, insolent 
reminders of what might have been, and 
the wise eyes of the circling flocks of can- 
vasbacks had only to look, see and flare up 
from their safe height. 

“If that wind had only held to the 
southeast,” Wils groaned. 

“And if we hadn’t run out of powder,” 
joined in Bob, with the smile of a good 
loser. 

“How many would it have been?” I 
added. 

“It would have been a thirty-bird kill 
of straight canvas,” was Wils’ answer; 
but as we fondled the great birds, Bob and 
I could not help but smile sweetly at each 
other and at Wils. Regret was not for 
our full hearts. 

So many birds were in the air that, we 
let the last drake float down wind. *He 
had passed entirely from sight and Wils 
now went down wind looking for him. 


LONG quarter of a mile away he 
poled, and I asked Bob, “Seen him 
pick up anything yet?” 

“He sees it. Yes, he’s picking—get 
down,” and Bob grabbed my sleeve and 
we sunk down, staring at two drake 
“cans” that were dropping from the 
heavens on set wings against the dying 
wind, 

Some there are who claim that a scared 
wood duck can travel faster than any 
other duck, while I had always held that 
the last hundred-yard plunge of a green- 
wing teal, as he falls out of the darkening 
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sky to his roost, was the acme of speed; 
but I believe those two big canvasbacks 
falling from a quarter of a mile high to 
our set of decoys and to us moved faster 
than anything I have ever seen go. 

I can see them yet, carved clear on 
memory, as they swung, careened and 
dashed at full speed over the decoys, one 
bird maybe fifteen feet in the lead, and 
the nicest part of it was that after I had 
pressed trigger, crumpled the lead bird 
dead, and instinctively swung back for the 
second bird, there he was, but falling, 
limp as a rag, to the water, for Bob’s 
gun had cracked almost with mine. The 
two drakes died, tumbled and splashed to- 
gether. 


S¢PDILL,” said Bob—and his glowing 

face turned to mine—“that’s the 
greatest thing I ever helped do. Why, 
when I knocked mine down and swung 
ahead to make a double, if possible, your 


bird was falling dead in the air. It was 
Bang, Bang—Splash, Splash, and all 
over.” 


“Sometime,” he added, “there will be 
four birds—and us.” 

It’s a nice thing to shoot well in com- 
pany, and to know that your companion 
can Shoot as well as you can; to expect 
a falling bird to answer his gun crack 
and to.end a glorious day running neck 
and neck. We looked over our kill and 
counted them, ten great canvasbacks, 
mighty birds all, in all ways the finest 
bunch of all-star, first-class game I had 
ever helped kill, and quite enough. As 
we counted them, we tried to figure out 
who had dropped them. Wils had ac- 
counted for one; we could definitely re- 
member killing four birds each. The odd 


one we cannot figure out to this day, and 
we asked ourselves as we turned home- 
ward, “Could anything be more even than 
that?” 
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GAIN, we were duck hunting. It 

was my first trip to Three 

Springs and Racoon lakes, up in 

Cherry county's wondrous wild 
fowl region, a half dozen miles north of 
Cody It was over a quarter of a century 
ago, and we were at Anse Newberry’s, 
whose rude sod house stood where now 
stands the far-famed Charlie Metz ranch 
house, a thousand yards back south on 
the open prairie from the tule and cane 
bordered shores of Three Springs lake. 
This is one of the most picturesque, as 
well as one of the best, ducking waters in 
the state. 

In those days it was no trick at all to 
kill all the ducks one could possibly de- 
sire and have the facilities for properly 
disposing of them. So we picked our 
days and hours for indulgence in the 
sport, and only shot when we wanted to, 
and then for only a given time. 


By 
Sandy 
Griswold 


Among the Tules 

N the afternoon in question, we—my 

companion and I—were lounging idly 
in our natural blind inthe rushes awaiting 
the evening flight. The day had been warm 
and sultry, one of the rarest of the gold- 
en month of October. In the early morn- 
ing hours, the flight had been as tremen- 
dous as usual, but along towards noon 
the birds had all bedded in, in the quiet 
sun-washed holes and lagoons in the vast 
rice and squaw cane fields, and there 
were but few stirring. But we were con- 
tent to sit there in our cozy old scow, well 


enmeshed among the tules, and enjoy the 
entrancing beauties of the hour, as we 
smoked and chatted; and awaited in pa- 
tience and absolute security for what we 
knew would happen, as the blazing orb of 
day dropped into that ocean of pink and 
amber, and purple and amethyst, which 
always precedes the close of day in the 
sandhills. 

“Hear that?” suddenly questioned my 
comrade, as he quietly reached for his 
gun, which, with my own, had been rest- 
ing athwart the low gunwales. 

“Geese! as sure as you're sittin’ there!” 

And geese it was. In those days they 
were common visitors at Three Springs, 
aad while their coming never aroused 
anything more than the pleasurable sen- 
sations in the hunter’s breast that usually 
attend the approach of any game, there 
never ceased to be an occasion when to 
kill a goose was not the one ambition of 
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us all. Today there is many a sportsman 
who would give a little fortune, almost, 
to bag one of these noble birds—a fif- 
teen-pound Canada, for instance. But 
they are rare, indeed, and becoming rarer 
and rarer with each recurring season. It 
is rare even to see a gang or two nowa- 
days, cleaving their wayward way high 
in the tenuous clouds of spring, or the 
trenchant skies of autumn. But they do 
come occasionally yet, and once in a 
while a hunter is lucky enough to bag a 
few. 


What siren sound is that? 
Bill’s geese, on that 
never-to-be-forgotten October afternoon 
out at Three Springs, years and years 
ago. We quietly rise crouching—Bill and 
I—and scan the blue vault in every direc- 
tion, and suddenly catch a filmy line way 
off over the distant hills to the southeast, 
we know are geese, coming from their 


UT listen! 
Nothing but 


midday feeding grounds miles to the 
south 

“Down! They are coming our way!” 

We flatten out among the hay and 
water weeds in the flatbottomed old 
scow, behind a secure circle of tules, and 
wait. 

They come nearer, and Bill calls. I 


Then 
mel- 


hold my breath. Bill calls again. 
in a few seconds comes their reply, 


lowed by distance, but still plain enough 
te make our blood leap with renewed 
vigor. 


“Ouk-unk! Unk-unk-unk!” 

On slowly beating pinions, but swiftly 
they are coming across the Newberry hay 
fields. We can see them plainly, through 
the tule interstices, as they lift their lav- 
ender bodies up in the air, to clear the 
hay stacks, but on they come, over the 
low swail where Charlie Metz and I now 
find our jacksnipe, and out over the cane- 
bordered southeast shore, straight toward 
our blind. Every nerve is now thrilling 
with keenest expectancy. We clutch our 
Parkers’ with feverish grip and wait in 
that silent ecstacy born at no other mo- 
ment, as the great birds come on. 


ILL unks-unks-unks and unks, low, 

soft and guttural, in purest goose, 
and once more a medley of signals, weird, 
but sweet and sonorous, emanates from 
that advancing line, rising and falling, 
now soft, now foud, in jangled harmony, 
as their keen eyes catch the alluring sil- 
houettes of our bobbing mallard decoys 
in the offing in front of our blind, and 
then, bamboozled by the assuring and 
pleading calls from the lips of the ras- 
cally Bill, who pressed my ribs with his 
canvassed elbow, to keep as moveless and 
still as death, on they come 


We see that dreamy drift of gray, com- 


ing down aslant the amber of declining 
sunlight, 


day, and a brighter gleam of 
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seemingly, than any in all the flood of 
golden light, glints and glitters as it 
strikes the floating phalanx. 

As they swing round, with the very 
poetry of motion, their black bills pointed 
straight for our duck decoys, Bill stills 
his tongue, and as if through some mystic 
telepathy, no sound save one or two half- 
hearted, half-suspicious “ug-ughs,” from 
the wary old arctic pilot, greet us, as he 
exposes his white-collared neck, as his 
head moves from side to side Then, like 
a gossomer caught by a variant zephyr, 
he turns obliquely from us, and with the 
entire line drifting in his wake, slides out 
over the open water, and light as thistle 
down, slides into the cool cerulean depths, 
fully 150 yards out of range! 





66 HAT the !” exclaimed Bill in 
undisguised bewilderment and 
dismay, but had hardly time to follow 


this up with concomitant expletives over 
our discomfiture, when down from the 
sky, high up and behind us over the 
marsh, came a long, shrill squeal : 

You-ee-you-ee! we wee!” 

It was a big, sleek, shiny goshawk, and 
he had, without a doubt, his telescopic 
eyes upon our Canadas. It was his sinis- 
ter shape approaching from out the aerial 
depths, that had changed the course of 
the geese. That he did not intend to be 
frustrated in his fell designs, however, 
we soon perceived, as with lightning 
strokes of his long pointed wings, he shot 
down, aslant, like a glancing bolt from 
Jove, straight at the wary flock upon the 
water. 

3ut he had reckoned without his host. 
With wild clamorings, the geese closed in 
together, and with strong, upraised, pow- 
erful wings, the hawk received a buffet- 
ing he was ill prepared for, and with 
another malevolent cry, rose above the 
flock some forty feet or more, but noth- 
ing daunted, again made a vicious swoop 
at the distraught birds upon the water. 
Again he was met by a resistless upthrust 
of beating wings, but, in spite of this, he 
got fairly in amongst them, and in a 
whirl of flying spray, intermingled with 
a few gray feathers, there was a second 
or two of doubtful struggling. But as 
before, again he was unsuccessful and 
was beaten off with but one long single 
feather clinging to his rapier-like talons 
as a reward for his temerity. 


TILL he would not acknowledge de- 
feat, and again and again he plunged 
fearlessly and viciously among the con- 


fused and clamoring geese, only to be 
successfully beaten off as before, until 
finally, realizing that his chances were 


slender, indeed, for a vesper banquet on 
goose breast, he gave a last defiant and 
derisive squeal, and winnowing high in 
the air, bore off over the lake and its sun- 


lit reeds and rice and cane towards the 
gleaming brow of old Dunderberg, the 
huge sandhill that separates Three 
Springs from Racoon Lake; over this, 
until a speck in the blue haze, in quest, 
no doubt, of safer and easier hunting. 

Meanwhile the geese with a chorus of 
far-reaching and resonant honks, fol- 
lowed by a medley of evidently congratu- 
latory cacklings, amidst a flapping 4 
wings and a wallowing of gray bodies, 
happy clamor, indeed, swam aiaiiboctes 
but hilariously about, secure in their feed- 
ing and their bathing, for the time being 
free from the whimsical fate which seems 
to play with the destinies of the wild 
kindreds. 


ILL and I, of course, were fairly sat- 
urated with the excitement we had 
undergone as spectators of this battle of 
the feathers, and long after the goshawk 
had mingled with the farther elements, 
we sat and talked, as we watched the 
happy geese disporting so joyously on the 
waters in front of us. But come to think 
of it, what would Bill and I have done 
to those birds if they had come near 
enough, and after all isn’t it the quin- 
tessence of folly to berate and malign any 
of God’s creatures when they are out 
simply obeying His mandates in their ef- 
forts at self-preservation? Even the 
hawk, with his wild raptorial instincts, 
I wot you, would never have done what 
Bill and I were eager to do. 
And then came another scene—an old- 
time picture of this beloved, but sprawl- 
ing old marsh. 


HE day is all but over. The sun has 

swung low in its orbit, the chill has 
grown keener, the numerous sloughs of 
which the lake is an archipelagic con- 
glomeration, looks like streams of molten 
silver between green and yellow borders, 
and the “pank! pank! pank!” of the 
bunches of mallards that are passing and 
repassing before us, was not nearly equal 
to the task of setting our blood aflame 
as did the wild riot of the hawk among 
the geese. We were tired and hungry, 
but the sight of the barricade of dead 
birds—mallards, gadwall, pintail and teal, 
about the now badly frayed edges of our 
blind, fills our hearts with stubborn 
courage and we stick and battle with the 
feathered hosts till the blackness of the 
October night drives us ranchward. As 
we flounder and stumble through the 
swishing currents, and over the mucky 
stretches, we still catch the dirge of fly- 
ing birds above, as geese and ducks, made 
more uneasy, suspicious and wary by the 
shades of nightfall, seek their nocturnal 
feeding grounds, we plod over the broad 
hayfield, until a half hour later we fall 
into Anse’s old sod domicilium, as happy 
and as jubilant, as men can possibly be, 
in this vale of travail and trouble. 
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APPY had a theory. It was a 

religion with him. What is 

more, he practiced it and didn’t 

preach, which is saying consid- 
erable for a man whose life and ambi- 
tion, including pleasure, is wrapped up 
in a single idea, 

It was on a small mountain river which 
heads up in the Great Divide that Happy 
first appeared on my horizon. Beneath 
him as he charged down the trail in pur- 
suit of a swarm of burden bedamned sons 
of— But I digress, beneath him was an 
integral part of that theory and religion, 
life and ambition, including pleasure—a 
wild-eyed, sweat-wet pinto mare. 


ESPECTFULLY, almost reverently, I 
watched. The trail was evidently set 
on reaching the river bed in the least 
possible distance. Happy showed signs of 
a similar desire regarding time. Well 
in the lead ambled, stiff-kneed, pack bal- 
anced on his neck like a good half-breed 
guide on the portage, a big raw-boned 
black. That he was the best disciple to 
his master’s faith could not be doubted. 
Behind, some distance, alternately stalked 
and majestically jogged and slid, calm- 
eyed, sure-footed, a powerful buckskin. 
Heathen and free thinker, unbowed and 
unafraid, all the world might know. The 
common ‘herd might cringe and skurry 
tabbit-like through the bush or, forgetful, 
warrant and receive a vicious jab from a 
Practiced hoof in an effort to urge him 
on from the rear. 
Now a mountain trail is the least of 









man’s highways, often uncut for years 
and even unadorned by blazes. It mean- 
ders in a general direction from here 


l.w. hutchins. 
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Ordinary Horse Sense 


to there, yet all the time assuring one 
that the axiomatic straight line has noth- 
ing on it. If a mountain shoulder blocks 
the way, it leads straight up and over, 
plainly showing the will of purpose of 
the first man who passed. And those who 
have followed since have traveled on the 
belief that a fallen tree which a horse 
cannot step over or jump is easier circled, 
even though the way lead a hundred yards 
around, 


T was down such a trail that Happy 

was hazing his luckless band. To 
leave its narrow way for so much as a 
foot required the agility of a goat, yet 
there was nothing else to do. Ahead an 
indomitable Scylla blocked the way; to 
the rear dashed and roared an impend- 
ing Charybdis. Expediency prompted dar- 
ing, and to the tune of a long drawn 
out “Hy-e-e-e,” followed by a vivid and 
uncomplimentary description of each in- 
dividual cayuse, the train scattered. Up, 
down, over log barriers, through fire-bush, 
among scrub jackpine—a phrase for Jess, 
the little bay mare, a snap of the quirt 
on the unprotected rump of that black- 
hearted bronc, a complete sermon and a 
prayer for safe deliverance to the shades 
‘beyond for Misfit, such was the riotous 
course of the little pinto and her rollick- 
ing rider. And the next moment the 
swarm enveloped me in the valley, weary, 
fearful, but corraled and obedient to their 
wrangler, while he, once-yellow kerchief 
flowing, big-four flapping, quirt in air, 
circled his charges and swung to ground 
with a whoop and toss. Before me stood 
a fanatic, secure in his faith so ever 
cheerful and grinning, enveloped now in 
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hairy, goat-skin chaps and the joy of 
duty done. 


O all of Happy’s breed and faith, 

born on the ranch and graduated 
from the school of the night-rider, there 
is one way and one way only to live in 
peace with a wild-grown horse: Break 
him and then keep him broke. Curse him, 
be-devil him, throw into» his heart a fear 
of his god and master. Then is life safe 
and the trail peaceable for many a ven- 
turous mile. Unbroken, the train is a 
series of units, unresponsive to. “hy-e-es” 
and “yips,” as immovable as the unbreak- 
able Buck. 

During the weeks that followed this en 
masse introduction to. the king and his 
subjects, more than a score of them, it 
was shown to me that each was as indi- 
vidual as the delegates to a labor con- 
vention. There was Buck, unbreakable, to 
be sure, but yet as dependable as grand- 
mother’s conscience. To him was assigned 
a burden that an expressman would have 
smashed in his tenderest moments re- 
gardless of “Glass—Handle with Care,” in 
four-inch letters. In his wisdom he 
doubted all makers of trails and disre- 
garded the lead rider. He knew to an 
inch the width of his pack and rather 
than become wedged on the trail between 
two trees he would stop and size up the 
situation, perhaps choosing an opening 
many yards to right or left. On a danger- 
ous slide he would hold to the trail, 
steady, surefooted, where another might 
tremble, recover frantically from a mis- 
step or even stop entirely. Yet, with all his 
virtues, Buck was a thorn in the side of 
Happy, for he was slow and unrepenting. 
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MESFIt a name that suited and stuck, 
may have been popular in the bush- 
lot back home. Boneheads sometimes are, 
being unresentful and harmless. But on 
the trail he could get into more trouble 
than the most venturesome colt. First of 
all, it never seemed to filter through his 
skull that a trail was designed to be 
followed. Without cause or reason he 
would ramble up a precipitious hillside 
when the trail led angling down, perhaps 
stopping, balanced for a moment, on a 
slippery rock face and then slide clumsily 
to the trail below. Nothing save a kind 
Providence watching over fools can ac- 
count for his continued existence. To 
fall was his specialty, and here it was 
undoubtedly his absence of grey matter 
that saved him. Helpless, he would rest 
quietly for succor. Likewise when his 
pack became wedged between trees or 
caught from above by a low-leaning tree, 
he would wait passively. Oh, Misfit was 
a convert to Happy’s religion all right, but 
it was hollow victory. 


ETWEEN the two extremes, Buck the 
all-wise and Misfit the bonehead, 
ranged all the common herd save one, 
Blackie, the wizard. Blackie may have 
had many virtues and sins to match, but 
his one great accomplishment overshad- 


Field and Stream 


owed all else. A plump, medium-sized 
horse, with long disheveled mane and 
clear, gleaming eyes, he would have passed 
in human circles for a self-made mil- 
lionaire or a philosophical intellectual. 
Among his own kind there were evidences 
that he was not liked particularly well. 
It may have been due to jealousy. But 
it is doubtful if Blackie even noted the 
cold shoulder of his fellows. 

But that accomplishment. It had been 
arranged that eight horses should be taken 
from the settlement to a point over the 
Great Divide, five days’ travel along lit- 
tle-used, difficult trails. And it so hap- 
pened that the job fell to Happy Boy. 
Single-handed he must conduct his charge 
to the point designated and lose no time in 
doing it either. For the benefit of the un- 
initiated, the problem presented to Happy 
demands explanation. In the open, where 
a trail need not be followed, one man 
can drive a number of horses. But in the 
woods and mountains where it is impera- 
tive to stick to a trail in order to get 
anywhere, be that trail the least of the 
least, it is mecessary to lead the way. 
When there are two or more men in 
the party one rides ahead. If the traveler 
is alone he tails his animals. That is, 
he leads one and ties the others to the 
tails of the preceding. 


yo Happy to “tail” his steeds was one 
solution, but a poor one, for the rea- 
sons that he had too many horses and 
the trail was too bad. But Happy had 
not been raised on the trail in vain, and 
he knew his horses; at least he knew 
Blackie. He had an idea. On reaching 
the trail at the town limits he put Blackie 
in the lead, herded the rest in behind 
and brought up the rear, prayerfully. By 
now you have guessed Blackie’s accom- 
plishment. He led the train steadily and 
unerringly, and, as Happy told it with 
pride, “He went along till the trail was 
blocked. Then he’d wait for me to come 
up and clear it away. What’s more, he 
even watched the blazes and would stop 
if the trail split.” Such was Blackie’s 
historic deed, and many a man could not 
do as much. 

Of the “ninety and nine,” the “great 
in-between,” much might be said but lit- 
tle published. They were the righteous— 
when Happy was near; they traveled by 
the clock and ate or laid down when the 
opportunity offered; they had their respec- 
tive traits—greed, fear, daring, laziness. 
But with it all, under the divine-right 
rule of Happy they bore their burdens 
and prospered. And Happy? Well, lit- 
tle wonder his religion made him happy. 
Was he not ruler? 
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Haphazard Baits 


T times none of the regular baits 
seems to avail. I have been on 
lake, brook or river when it 
seemed that nothing would tempt 
bass, trout, pike, pickerel or whatever fish 
I was after. Then it sometimes pays to 
do some “crazy fishing,” and use anything 
in sight for bait. 
Some lazy day, 
try this: 
Knock down a big dragon-fly, and, using 
a fine line and leader and small hook, 
let him float away, atop the water, flutter- 
ing. With such a bait, anything may hap- 
pen. 
In May or June trout sometimes refuse 


when the fish are shy, 


all usual baits. Note if the stream has 
not many, many bits of twigs, wood, etc., 
floating at the bottom. If so, investigate, 


apart. If you find a 
small worm in each “piece of wood,” see 
if the “piece” really is not a number of 
chips, kept together by the cocoon of the 
caddice-fly larva inside? If so, you have 
the clue to the mystery. The trout are 
gorging themselves on the caddice flies 
and worms. Get hold of all the caddice- 
fly “cases” you can, open them and bait 
with the caddice worms. Brahminical fly- 
fishermen will sniff at you, if they see 
you, but not at your catch. 

I have caught pickerel and perch on 
newts and lizards, when nothing else 
would do the trick. 

The tadpole of the bullfrog is an ex- 
cellent bait for bullheads, but is so soft- 


break some of them 


By 
George 
Gilbert 


bodied that it must be handled carefully. 
I have caught giant bullheads, in bright 
noonday sunshine, in a clear river, with 
such tadpoles for bait. I never caught 
a small bullhead on a tadpole. 


MALL tadpoles are excellent bait for 

panfish. 

White millers, at evening, make a good 
bait to use in the tails of rifts, for rock 
bass. Hook gently, cast lightly and let 
the bait float. 

The list of haphazard baits could be en- 
larged greatly. I might retell the hoary 
tale of the giant trout caught on the 
mouse and huge bass hooked on a lure 
made of the tail of a water-snake. But I 
withhold my typewriter from the telling. 
What I wish to do is this: Make the 
reader believe that if he will look about 
him, when in straits for bait, he will find 
something that will serve. The old log 
holds grubs, white or yellow. Under 
yonder big stone beetles may be hiding. 
Old droppings from cows or horses, 
kicked apart, reveal many kinds of bait. 
Under the sod you may find anything, 
from a fat June-bug beetle to a night- 


walker. Turn back the dead bark on a 
standing, decaying tree and you may find 
all sorts of good bait. 


I HAVE often, for pure love of the 
sport, gone forth without a bait or a 
fly or a spoon and caught or made my 
bait as I went along. A wisp of hand- 
kerchief hem, pushed far up on an eyed 
hook, a worm hooked on below it, so 
that it will wriggle, makes a good bait 
on a cloudy day for many kinds of ac- 
tive fish. With almost any bit of bait on 
a tiny hook you can catch a sunfish and 
with his belly make a “skittering” bait 
that will lure almost any game fish. 

The purpose of my little articles has 
been to arouse self-reliance in the fisher- 
man, to free him of the exactions of 
greedy dock-keepers with bait to sell. 
There is a pleasure of catching your own 
bait, in handling it, in knowing it is good, 
that no bait, bought, can give to one. 


WORD, in conclusion, as to the bait- 
4 seller in city or village: He usually 
is not in the business for money, per Sé. 
He is generally a keeper of a store han- 
dling sporting goods or in some way situ- 
ated so that bait-keeping is a sideline, of- 
ten carried on as an accommodation to 
his neighbors in business and friends who 
want to have bait handy and cannot cafe 
for it themselves. The losses in bait- 
keeping are large, with the best of care. 
Bait die, cans are lost in transit or are 
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stolen, money may be invested in one 
kind of bait and it may not be used all 
summer and prove a loss at the season’s 
end. So, when an honest sporting goods 
dealer, who keeps bait as a sideline, 
charges you, say, three to five cents apiece 
for certain baits do not howl. But, on 
the other hand, if a boat-keeper or other 
resort-shark, with plenty of bait right at 
hand, easily caught, easily renewed, 
charges you high prices, howl. In paying 
for bait, take into consideration the cir- 
cumstances surrounding the dealers’ case. 
And judge according to them. The hon- 
est bait-seller, who keeps good bait and 
sells it at a low cost, is worthy of your 
admiration; the grasping, gouging man 
who finds you at his mercy (seemingly), 
in an out-of-the-way resort, without bait 
and who soaks you “all the traffic will 
bear,” is 100 per cent wolf. Protect your- 
self against such by familiarizing yourself 
with ways and means for catching and 
keeping your own bait and let the wolf 
know, by your keeping your money out 
of his till, that you are not to be 
gouged, but are a self-reliant Amer- 


ican, able to take care of yourself. 
BASS-BUGS 
\IT-SELLERS and those in- 
itiated into the Bass-Bug 
Lodge affect a deal of mys- 
tery as to the identity and 
locale of these killing lures. The 
bass-bug par excellence is the 


larve of the dragon-fly or “devil’s 
darni ling needle” or “horse doc- 


tor.” The larve of other insects 
go by the name “bass-bug” in 
some sections, I know, but the 


dragon fly larve is the real “bug” 
I shall consider. 

The ugly-appearing, dark “bug” e. 
is as different from the graceful, 
darting dragon-fly as anything that 
can be imagined. He looks not un- 
like a bed-bug: enormously fat, 
water-soaked, evil. But he is harm- 
less and has this to recommend him 
—the small-mouth bass like him. 

You can catch some bass-bugs 
with an ordinary cotton-mesh 
scoop net, dipped at random 
in shallow, tepid pools, pond- 
holes and the like. A pasture creek, all 
but dried up, with holes left here and 
there, in which are water-weeds a-plenty, 
makes good hunting ground for them. 
The shallow ends of river coves, sedgy 
margins of lakes, also are worth looking 
over. I have had poor luck hunting for 
them in free-flowing creeks or open wa- 
ter and never yet found any apart from 
generous growths of soft-stemmed water- 
weeds. The warmer the water, the better, 
yet if you seek for them in a sour-smell- 
ing swamp-hole you are apt to seek in 
vain. Hunt the bass-bug in June, July 
and August. 


HE best way to hunt bass- bugs is to 


get an oblong piece of wire (not 
cotton) mosquito netting, tack it onto a 
irame, say, two by three feet. Provide 


yourself with a roomy bait pail, in which 
are plenty of soft-bodied water-weeds 
and clean, fresh water. See that the 
water-weeds contain no scavenger-beeiies, 
dar-heetles or other stinging, biting de- 
Strovers of soft-bodied things, else you 
May catch a lot of bass-bugs and arrive at 
the fishing-ground with most of them 
dead ! 

Provide protection for your feet, as the 
uhiquitous small boy is apt to have the 
bottom of nearby pondholes and creek 









Pools pretty well paved with tin cans and 
Maybe glass bottles. Wade into the water, 






Haphazard Baits 


holding the net at an angle of, say, 45 
degrees with the bottom. Have ‘the net’s 
bottom as close to the bottom of the pool 
or hole as is possible.. Go slowly, stead- 
ily. Press firmly right over and through 
all weed-beds or other yielding obstacles, 
dodging stumps, root-ends, etc. Every 
little while pull up the net easily and if 
you are lucky you will find bass-bugs 
clinging to the net. They seem to stick 
to it as dobson do, as long as it is in 
motion. They are slow in movement and 
not apt to get away, once out of the 
water. In water they can hide with sur- 
prising quickness, 


PLAcE the bass-bugs in the bait pail 
and proceed as before, until you have 
enough. Do not catch too many at once, 
as they do not keep well, and anyway you 
are apt to open the bait pail next morn- 
ing and find half of them turning into 
dragon-flies. The bass-bug is, generally 
speaking, a bait to be used up the same 
day caught. 
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I know that bass-bugs can be caught 
in ways other than I have described, and 
in places other than those I have pointed 
out. But I believe my method will be 
found best for the usual pressed-for-time 
fisherman who wants to get a few bait 
in a hurry and be on his way. 

I have found the bass-bug best for use 
in coves, still waters, particularly along 
their edges, near eel-grass and at the 
mouths of coves and at the ends of 
islands. Also in lakes and ponds. Bear 
in mind always that when bass are feed- 
ing on bass-bugs they are apt to go into 
just such places in search of them. My 
experience has been that when bass are 
after bass-bugs they will take nothing 
else. I have opened bass caught on that 
lure and found them literally gorged with 
them. 


ENERALLY speaking, I would say 

that if a man can get a lad to catch 
him a supply of bass-bugs, he will be 
saving time—that great element we fish- 
ermen all prize so highly when spent in 
our chosen pursuit. Bass-bugs at times 
will be caught literally by the hundreds 
in a given spot, at other times they seem 
to vanish. That is because all those in a 
given hole or pool will change into 
dragon-flies almost overnight and then 
no more may be found there until next 
year. 
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You will find, with the big bass-bugs, 
smaller ones, larve of the small species 


of dragon- flies, They may be good for 
bait for rock bass, perch, sunfish and 
other juicy pan-fish. But the one you 
want for the bronze-backer is the big, 
very dark or black bass-bug, the one that, 
when fully transformed, becomes the 
huge, scintillating green-bodied devil's 
darning needle, with wings of gauze-and- 
gold and eyes like emeralds and a mouth 
that chews, chews, chews, all day long, 
cn mosquitoes and other pests that irk 
the fisherman. 

Then all hail the bass-bug! He lures 
the small-mouth for us and when he is 
fully developed becomes as useful to us 
as he is ornamental! 


GROW YOUR OWN BAIT 


HY not grow some bait of your 
own? It is easy. All you need is 

some breakfast food, some old cloth and 
a clean crock of earthenware—and some 
meal-worms or the beetles into 
which they develop when mature. 
Get a crock, not vinegar-sour 
or salt-impregnated—a new, shiny 
one. Put about two inches of 
rolled oats and cornmeal, equal 
parts, in the bottom of it. Pro- 
vide a thin, gauzy cloth (not mos- 
quito netting, though) to cover the 
top. Now take a pasteboard box 
to carry your worms in, and hie 
yourself to the nearest grist mill, 
feed store or other place where 


cereals are sold.. Make friends 
with the owner, and although 
he may deny that he has any 


meal-worms about they will be 
there. 

Lift up bags of meal, flour, etc., 
and look under them. If there is 
a pile of empty bags, long in one 
place, go over it carefully, as 
among such things the worms are 
apt to hide. Search the bottoms 


of empty bins, about the base- 
boards of the rooms. If you find 
brown, lively beetles, take them, 


as they are the adults, whose eggs 
laid in your crock, will give 
you fresh stock. You may only 
secure a few worms and beetles, but it 
will be enough to give you a start. 


AKE the worms and beetles home and 

place them in the crock. The sides 

of the crock should be smoothly glazed, 

so the worms will be unable to crawl up 

it. The beetles, being winged, would fly 

away, but the cloth, tightly stretched over 
the mouth of the crock, keeps them in. 

Dampen the cloth, after it is in place, 
and not too much. Put the crock in a 
cool place where it will not be too much 
disturbed. The cellar is apt to be too 
cool in winter, though. 

You must look the crock over once in 
a while. You may find, at times, all the 
worms gone, all the beetles dead. That 
means that the worms have turned to 
beetles; all have finished their life-course 
and left eggs behind them, in the cereal. 
They will hatch out, if all goes well. The 
cloth on the crock’s mouth must be damp- 
ened every little while, and the cereal re- 
newed, 

The meal-worm is a cleanly bait, bright 

yellow, attractive on the hook. Most 
users of the meal-worm jam it onto a big 
hook and spoil it. Use a small hook, 
with a fine, very sharp point. Hook the 
worm once, through the very end, leaving 
the remainder to wriggle. Two or three 
may be used when a large fish is known 
to be in the offing. 
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ARRY the meal-worm to the fishing- 

place in a clean can, in which is some 
meal. Don’t shut him up, air-tight, and 
expect him to live. 

Meal-worms are a good bait for trout 
of all sorts, also for small panfish. They 
are clean and a flat-dweller can keep a 
few crocks of them under the bed and 
still move in good society, his wicked se- 
cret unsuspect of the Philistines. Start 
your meal-worm colony this fall, so you'll 
be ready to use some of “your own” 
bait next spring. 

One word of warning! 

Do not let the meal beetles get out 
about the house. If you do you will be 
finding meal-worms in the flour-bin of 
the kitchen cabinet or the pancake-flour 
can when you least expect it. 

The best thing about the meal-worm is 
his “timeliness.” He is always ready when 
you want him, if he is cared for prop- 
erly. In earliest spring, when the perch 
first bite, right at the edge of the melting 
i the cove or creek; in latest fall, 


ice in 

when unexpected warm days come and 
earlier frosts have driven the earth- 
worms down, you can draft the meal- 
worm and you do not have to dig for 
him or worry about him. He is there, 
waiting. He is a bait for small pan- 


fish—and at times good for a trout-lure, 
so do not expect too much of him. 


GRASSHOPPER TIME! 
‘ ge cer palo time !” 


There’s magic in that phrase! 
For when the trout want grasshoppers 
they scorn the worm, the fly, wet or float- 
ing, the meal-worm, all and sundry other 
baits. 

At such a time provide yourself with 
a box of wood, small, light. Have a hole 
about half-inch across in it. Over this 
have a small slide. Have a lot of very 
small holes bored in the box, for ven- 
tilation. 

Now get about six feet of mosquito 
netting—and a friend. Take the box and 
net and friend and go to a hayfield, along 
the roadside, or in some closely-cropped 
pasture. Put the box where it will not 
be stepped on in the excitement of the 
chase. Soak the netting in water and 
squeeze it out partly. You take one 
end, let the friend take the other. Stretch 
the netting fairly taut between you, each 
hold it top and bottom. Bend over, each 
alike, taking care you hold the net alike. 
If there is a wind, run or walk rapidly 
up-wind. If there is no wind, it doesn't 
matter which way you run. A wind is an 
aid, however, as when the hoppers are 
flushed they invariably turn down-wind 
and into the net. 


OLDING the net as directed, the bot- 

tom just clearing the grass-tops, 
keeping each in step with the other, you 
will find that the hoppers, as they rise, 
hit the net and cling to the damp net. 
If it were dry they would leap off. Why? 
I can’t explain that, because I don’t know 
what a hopper is thinking of. 

At a given signal,.or when a certain 
spot has been reached, without losing 
stride, let each swing together and let 
the net be quickly folded and wadded to- 
gether, turning it in from the ends, in the 
same direction you were traveling when 
you stopped. If you turn it outward, 
many of the hoppers will get off. 

Once the net is thus wadded up, get the 
box, sit down and pick ’em out. That’s 
the slowest part of it. But it is better 
than chasing individual hoppers all over 
a sidehill and not getting any, after all. 


Field and Stream 





Ww you have the hoppers boxed, 
put the slide in place. Do not for- 
get that part of it. If you do you will 
have no hoppers soon. 

If you are fishing from a boat you can 
take the box. But if you go for trout 
and wade the stream, try this plan: 

Get a tobacco tin that has had “Grain 
Cut” or some of the other cube-cut kinds 
in it—the ones that have small slide- 
covered openings in the top-lid. Scald it 
out, to get the tobacco smell and taste out 
of it. Put the grasshoppers in it, using 
the slide in the big box to lure them out, 
one at a time, and the slide in the tin to 
pop them in, one at a time. One hopper 
will be about all you can keep track of, 


and sometimes he will get away. To 
bait up: 
UT the tin in the upper left-hand 


pocket of your coat. Now, holding 
the pole in your left hand, hook caught 
up between left thumb and forefinger, 
reach up with your right little finger and 





Mr. Gilbert 


is an 
Authority 


on Baits 


Read his article carefully 
and remember it, for there is 
sure to come a time in your 
angling experience when the 
advice he gives you here will 
be well worth having handy in 


your memory box. 














edge the slide back on the tin, at the 
same time placing the tip of the right 
thumb and forefinger over the hole. A 
grasshopper, seeing the point of light, 
will soon appear at the hole. Close thumb 
and forefinger onto him gently but se- 
curely. Edge the slide back with the lit- 
tle finger, and then bait him onto the 
hook. Once this little knack is mastered 
you will not lose ten grasshoppers for 
each one placed on the hook. 

There is absolutely no fish that swims 
that will refuse a grasshopper. In late 
July and through August he is a veritable 
killer for trout. 


A LATE-SEASON BAIT 


LONG in late August. through Sep- 

4 & tember and into the edge of October, 
small-mouth black bass are apt to be fed 
up on usual baits and will then turn to 
frogs. And when they so turn, frogs 
they will have! So why not oblige them? 
Arm yourself with a long-handled net, 
like a butterfly-net. Take a roomy bait- 












pail and in its place some water-weeds 


—enough to half fill it. In the bottom 
have about two inches of clean water, 
Have on boots, or old shoes, for the 
chase may lead you unexpectedly into wet 
spots. 

Seek along the margins of streams, in 

swales, grassy spots near swamps and at 
the edges of swamps. Do not pay atten- 
tion to frogs out in the water. You may 
get a few out there, but they are hard to 
get. 
_ During the months mentioned the young 
frogs, emerging from tadpole stage, are 
apt to be “between land and water.” They 
have not become quite weaned from their 
dependence upon water and yet they want 
to take hunting trips for insects and par- 
ticularly for grasshoppers, in the low 
growth near the water's edge. In time 
they will go back, far over upland mead- 
ows, and seek out pasture springholes. to 
sleep in over winter. But now they are 
apt to be close to water, but not in it. 


wis eyes downcast, net ready, pail 
set down so it will not be in your 
way, walk slowly. If a frog leaps up 
from underfoot, do not rush after it 
Quietly observe where it is and go after 
that one frog, no matter how many oth- 
ers jump into view while you are after it, 
When you net it, and get it into the pail, 
put down the cover, or you'll lose it. 

Repeat the process. And remember 
that a man who rushes about after frogs 
does not get any or very few. Slow, 
steady and persistent work does it! 

Frogs will keep a long time, if well 
treated. If you are in a camp, provide a 
clean box, say a cracker box. Have a 
hinged cover, and keep it clasped, against 
a visit from a hungry raccoon, skunk, 
mink or muskrat. For ventilation, have 
a generous hole in the side, covered with 
wire netting, fine enough to keep mos 
quitoes out. I have seen a nice box of 
frogs killed overnight by swarms of gnats 
and mosquitoes. 


I FIND frogs best when used in lakes, 
ponds and still waters. I use a cork, 
about three feet from the bait, cast far 
out and let the bait swim about. He will 
make the cork bob, but when a fish takes 
it under with a rush you'll know it. An- 
other thing, using the cork takes the 
weight of the line off the frog and in- 
stead of sinking to the bottom and get- 
ting your hook caught, he stays to the top 
and by his kicking about advertises to the 
bass that they are in request. 

The best way to hook a frog is not to 
hook him at all. You take a bit of strong 
thread, tie it about his “waist” and tie 
that to the hook. Then the same frog 
will do until a fish takes him, all day, if 
necessary. A hooked frog soon dies and 
become limp and useless. The hooked 
frog tears off the hook and goes skitter- 
ing off—a dead loss. 


[* you have to keep frogs in a bait- 
pail overnight, change the water early 
next morning, as they soon foul the wa- 
ter in some way that is not apparent to 
eye or nose of human beings. : 
If you are in camp and have frogs im 
a box, keep it just at the edge of the 
water, so the frogs can wet their skins 
when they want to. A young frog 
changes his skin often and if he cannot 
get to water to moisten the old skia 
when it is ready to shed he is apt to di¢ 
Keep frogs out of the sun. 7 
In addition to bass, pickerel, perch, pike, 
and muskies many other fish like froggi¢® 
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O you remember your first par- 
tridge? Of course you do, for 
you got him when you were a 
boy, and such glorious moments 
are never forgotten. Thanks be that they 
are not forgotten, for the remembrance of 
a happy boyhood day is the dearest mem- 
ory that a man can cherish, and we guard 
them jealously for they are gone never 
to return. They are ours in retrospect 
enly, those jewels, and while we would 
give our wealth to possess them again, 
yet, by the kindness of Providence, we 
may now enjoy them more than when we 
first knew them, for at this distance, and 
looking through the soft haze of years, all 
their little imperfections are indiscernible 
and all their beauty remains. 

It was on a Saturday in mid October of 
the year you were twelve years old. Since 
Wednesday the weather had been the best 
and each morning as you cut through the 
woods to school you had counted the days 
until Saturday when you could go hunt- 
ing. You did not dislike to study but you 
wished that you had done the required 
amount of it before you were old enough 
to handle a gun. It seemed such a waste 
of time to linger over books when you 
and your dog might be busy at the vastly 
more important task of decorating the 
woodshed door with squirrels’ tails and 
partridges’ wings. 


SSUREDLY you had a dog, a half- 

and-half collie and bird dog, just the 
right mixture for an all-round hunter— 
it took ten skunk skins at fifty cents 
apiece to pay for him. The man who 
has spent a dogless boyhood will never 
appreciate the word partnership though 
he live for a thousand years. If he has 
never treed cats and dug out woodchucks 
and fought tramps and swiped cookies 
and been caught and punished side by 
side with a wise, trusting, loyal pup, he 
has missed the fundamentals of comrade- 
ship. To deny the ties between a normal 
boy and a normal dog is no less of a dese- 
tration than to sunder the affinity be- 
tween apple pie and cheese. 

Saturday eventually arrived after being 
an age on the road, and after you had 
helped with the usual morning work, and 
while you were standing in the barn door 
gazing across the fields at the multi- 
colored woods, Father announced that you 
would draw pumpkins that day. An all- 
day’s job, and he actually seemed cheerful 
about it! You hesitated and swallowed 
hard, but you never dallied with Father, 
% you followed him into the barn to 
hitch up the team. Perhaps you sniffled a 
little in the shelter of Doll’s neck as you 
lastened the hames, but no one ever knew 
it, for you did your share of the harness- 
ing and climbed into the wagon as cheer- 
tully as a hired man. 


THE cruelty of the whole situation 

culminated in the cornfield, which 
Was next the woods, so close that the 
uirrels frolicked almost over your head 
and chattered and barked at your dog, 
who was in a frenzy because you would 
tot help him bring them down. And you 
tad to work at a miserable task when all 
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e happiness in the world lay just over 

fence. How you hated those pumpkins 
ad how spitefully you handled them 
when Father was not looking. Had they 
*en the pure gold they resembled your 
®inion of them would have been un- 
ged, for they were keeping you from 
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a perfect day in the woods, and you were 
at that blessed age when such a day is 
beyond price. .And Father, who might 
have set you free by a word, seemed 
unconscious of the boon that was his to 
bestow. Why is it that people are al- 
ways looking for a good fairy instead of 
trying to be one? What a magic wand 
we could wield if we always kept our 
eyes open, exercised our good nature and 
made the most of the opportunities within 
our reach. Your thoughts were of that 
hue on that day when Father, seemingly 
impervious to all the woodsy sights and 
sounds, kept steadily at the pumpkins, 
load after load. 


BY noon you were despondent and ate 
your dinner almost in silence. After 
the meal Father tipped back in his chair, 
rested his chin on one hand, and looking 
at you thoughtfully asked if you sup- 
posed the pumpkins would last all the 
afternoon. You answered that probably 
they would, and unconsciously let your 
eyes wander across the stubble field to the 
woods. Mother shot a swift glance across 
the table, and Father, his eyes twinkling, 
said gravely, “I was thinking, son, that I 
might handle them alone this afternoon 
if you wanted to go out and get some 
fresh meat for the family. A_ roast 
partridge wouldn’t go bad for Sunday 
dinner.” 

It did not take you long to tell him you 
would try, which was unnecessary, for he 
had known it all along, and looking back 
now you realize that the lure of the woods 
was as strong to him as to yourself that 
afternoon, but he undertook your work 
in addition to his own that you might 
enjoy it. Father is gone now, but the 
magic of his wand is to you more potent 
each year. 

Five minutes after he had spoken you 
were down stairs with your little single- 
barrel shotgun—the one you sold scrap 
iron to buy—and fifteen shells in your 
overalls pockets. Your dog was all 
around you at once, running to the door 
and. back, jumping, whining, laughing—he 
was some dog! You made him keep quiet 
for a minute just to show your authority, 
and then you started. Father, smiling, 
watched you from the door and Mother 
called after you not to shoot yourself, as 
though you would do it for sport if she 
failed to tell you not to. 


HE woods never seemed quite so 

beautiful to you; they will never be 
the same again. Can’t you still taste the 
tingle in the air like gently working cider 
and feel the warm sun on the back of 
your neck? Can’t you almost see, as you 
did that day, the mysterious silence that 
lay just within the shadows of the forest, 
where the gaily colored leaves were fall- 
ing everywhere like confetti tossed from 
heaven by skylarking angels? Then you 
came to the brook, and the dog (he was 
young, remember, and inexperienced like 
yourself) was splashing in the water 
when there was a rustle in the dry alder 


Your First Partridge 


leaves and a sharp Quit! Quit! Whir-r-r! 
You stopped short, your mouth dry from 
the quickly indrawn breath, the palms of 
your hands suddenly cold and moist, and 
stood there forgetful that you had a gun 
until the partridge was out of sight over 
the knoll. And you came purposely to 
shoot partridges! The dog tore blindly 
away after the sound and you waited, 
hoping he might circle the bird back 
your way, until he returned panting and 
wriggling all over with excitement, and 
then with him well in advance and alert 
this time you started to climb the hill 
among the beeches. 


BEFORE you reached the top you 
heard him bark, and with thumping 
heart you scrambled up to him. High in 
the half bare top of a tall tree was a 
small red squirrel, and around the tree, 
his eyes on the game, the dog was work- 


ing. The squirrel was nibbling on a 
beechnut and as you approached he 
quirked his tail and looked down, 


chattering a bit for the dog’s benefit. 
You hesitated, for red squirreds are not 
considered good hunting, but you wanted 
to try the new _ shot-gun and any 
kind of game is good at the be- 
ginning of a hunt to whet the dog’s 
appetite. When he grew older he would 
learn not to notice redders, but he was 
a pup then and to disappoint him that 
early in the day might seriously handicap 
him. Bang! The roar of the shotgun 
shook the woods and frightened you a 
trifle beside giving you a kick in the 
shoulder because you did not hold it tight. 
Half the charge, at least, found the mark 
and the squirrel, butchered to make a 
puppie’s holiday, clung for a moment to 
a branch, then fell into the dry leaves. 
You let the dog mouth him a while to 
get a taste of blood, then you cut off the 
tail and moved on. 

Farther along the ridge you sat down 
for half an hour, but as nothing stirred 
except some crows high up, you moved 
down the other side. At the bottom you 
struck into the pines and moved slowly 
back and fourth, your feet and the dog’s 
falling noiselessly upon the needle carpet. 
Last year, when you were not allowed 
to carry a gun, you had flushed dozens 
of birds there, but now there were none; 
perhaps for the reason, as the old hunters 
said, that the spring had been cold and 
wet and spoiled the eggs and killed the 
young chickens, You were about to leave 
when you sent up one—two—three! from 
a pine thicket. Did you shoot? Why, no. 
You were too startled by the first, which 
was almost under your feet, too surprised 
by the second and too dumfounded by 
the third to think of your gun. So you 
lost the chance, for you and the dog, rank 
novices both, knew not how to follow and 
put them up again. 


HEN you left the pines, where prob- 

ably a dozen birds sat watching you, 
and struck into the hardwoods. Almost 
at once the dog treed a grey squirrel, and 
after half an hour spent in trying to out- 
maneuver him, you lost him because of 
a hole in the tree. How exasperating it 
was to see him always keep the tree trunk 
or a large limb between himself and you, 
and when he finally tired of the game and 
went inside, what wouldn’t you have given 
to have been small enough to have fol- 
lowed him. For a moment you were al- 
most tempted to climb up and shoot down 
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the hole, but you saw the cruelty and folly 
of that, so you moved on. 

Back and forth you went, fruitlessly 


visiting all the places where you had pre- 
viously seen game, until at length you 
found yourself at the farther side of the 
woods. A glance across the fields at the 
sun told you it was time to start for 
home; so after sitting for a while on the 
top rail of the fence commiserating with 
“ dog on your hard luck, you turned 
back, hitting the long wood road near the 
line fence. You were tired and disap- 
pointed. You did not realize then, as you 
do now, that you were having one of the 
best times of your life. You only knew 
that you were going home without a par- 
tridge and that your legs ached. 


O you trudged along the old brush- 

grown road, your gun in the crook of 
your arm and the dog trotting ahead, but 
in the road, too, for he was tired; his 
muscles, like yours, were not hardened 
then. You were off your guard, thinking 
of other things—Whirr-r-r! From behind 
a dead hemlock top a brown bomb shot 
up and whirled across the road. This time 
you had sense enough to clutch your gun 
preparatory to a hip shot, but as you did 
so you noticed the dog. He had seen the 
bird that time and was after him straight 
as an arrow. “Sic im!” you yelled as 
they disappeared in the bushes. The next 


Field and Stream 


minute you heard him bark sharply, 
eagerly, with a different note in his voice 
than you ever heard before, the “bird 
bark” you learned to call it. Shaking with 
excitement, your fatigue out of mind, you 
sprang after the sound and found the dog 
sitting beneath a solitary hemlock that 
grew in the midst of maple saplings. His 
head was tipped up and snapped back 
with each eager cry, his eyes were blaz- 
ing. “That’s th’ stuff, old feller! Keep 
it up!” you cried, as you burst through 
the bushes. Then you saw the partridge. 
Yes, sir, there he was half way up the 
hemlock midway of a small limb, wings 
close, tail wide, neck stretched out and 
down so that the feathers stood straight 
up—there he was! He paid not the 
slightest attention to you; you might 
crash around as much as you pleased, 
even shoot again and again, he would not 
stir; his business was with the dog, and 
as long as the dog stayed there and 
barked the bird would be immovable. 
You raised your gun, which shook dan- 
gerously, changed your position two or 
three times, and let ’er go. There was 
a puff of feathers, the bird tumbled back- 
ward you and the dog sprang forward 
and together fell upon your first partridge. 


OU have often wondered since then 
how two such small skins could con- 
tain all the pride that was in you and 





the dog that evening. As you neared 
home, the dog walking solemnly in the 
rear to keep an eye on the game, you 
strove to assume the careless manner of 
an old hunter, but you found it necessary 
to approach the house by way of the barn 
where Father was milking, and when you 
saw him looking at you and asking what 
you were carrying, you appeared not to 
hear at first, as though your thoughts 
were far away, and then said, “Just a 
pa’tridge.” Later, while he dressed the 
bird, you stood around with your hands 
in your pockets and told how it happened, 
being careful to explain all the details to 
Mother because she was unfamiliar with 
hunting. And the next day when Mother 
cooked it and with Father had praised it 
to the skies, you were very particular 
that the dog had some of the white meat 
and all of the bones, although you pro- 
fessed not to care much about eating any 
of it, taking the second helping as a com- 
pliment to Mother’s cooking. 


UCH was your first partridge whose 

blood has stained an indelible red-let- 
ter day upon the calendar of your life, 
The glorious October sunshine that en- 
tered your soul that afternoon is still 
there and while memory remains will con- 
tinue to mellow your thoughts. Though 
all your wealth be taken from you the 
gold of those days is yours until the end. 





Lie 


AR out on the undulating, seared 
prairie a solitary horseman sat 
moodily in his saddle, gnawing 
listlessly at the end of his 

quirt. His pony’s head drooped in an 
attitude of dejection. 

“My God, will it ever rain? 

Prairie Ralph looked up at the sky as 
he muttered. 

One vast smothering glare of heat it 
seemed, and the sun was as a huge cop- 
pery ball whose merciless rays sifted 
through the dancing atmosphere, blasting 
the very ground. 

Cattle everywhere, some staggering in 
the last agonies of death by thirst, some 
lowing pitifully, and numberless others 
fallen in grotesque heaps, above which 
swarms of vultures and buzzards circled 
slowly, their ceaseless evolutions dizzying 
the eye. 

They knew the feast that awaited them, 
but they feared the grim figure on the 
arroyo top. 

“My God!” he whispered again, pull- 
ing the sombrero further over his face. 

On and on and on, fading away as the 
heaving sea fades at the horizon, the in- 
terminable brown and ugly gray of the 
baked soil stretched, until it vanished 
mysteriously, apparently blending itself 
with the hot skies. 


>” 


OTHING moving save the tortured 
' beasts—not a sound save that of 
their suffering. As though in mockery 





of it all the pebbles of the arroyo bed 
glistened and shone where the water that 
should be there had polished their sur- 
faces. 

“There'll be not a brute in two days 
more, unless—” He stopped; sobs, tear- 
less sobs, shook his frame. “What 
agony!” he burst out; “I’d sell my soul, 
I'd lie, kill, to stop this!” 

The passion in his voice roused the 
pony. It looked round at him and 
whinnied very softly. 

“Dick, old man, I believe that you know, 
too! Let’s go home.” 

Snaffle lying loose, the pony turned 
apathetically to the westward, and broke 
into a weak lope. Through that which 
was left of a magnificent herd of cattle, 
it kept on, the man almost dreamily 
counting the dead and dying on his right 
hand side. 

“Three hundred, one—two—five—eight 
—nine—eight . Guess I must be go- 
the same road! Can’t even count!” 


WEAT poured from him, spotting the 

silver mounted horn of his deep sad- 

dle, soaking into the lariat that was coiled 
over it. 

Slower and slower became the lope— 
then it slackened into a walk. 

Prairie Ralph dismounted, uncorked his 
water bottle and, thumb over its neck, 
shook it. A small amount of liquid gur- 
gled. The pony heard and rubbed its 
muzzle gently on the man’s sleeve. 


Craving water, whose every sound made 
the craving worse, Prairie Ralph _hesi- 
tated. The pony shyly held up its off fore 
foot. 

“She taught you that, Dick; 
is yours!” 

Inserting the neck of the bottle be 
tween the teeth, he poured slowly, the 
pony rigid with gratification. 

“There, old man; that’s all—every drop 
—and forty miles to go!” 

Into the West they went, facing the 
killing heat; passed gophers’ villages— 
but their cheery little barks and scamper- 
ings were stilled, and lithe brown bodies 
lay motionless about the burrows. 


the water 


T last, brain scorched in his skull, 

reeling in his saddle, Prarie Ralph 

dropped to the ground before a long, 
low building—his “squatter home.” 

The sun had long since gone, but its 
heat radiated suffocatingly from the earth. 

Glimmering, dancing to his eyes, the 
stars shone with metallic ferocity; even 
their light seemed hot. 

Not a cloud, not a breeze, not a sound. 

He wearily uncinched, dragged _ the 
bridle from Dick and turned him loose. 

“There’s nothing, old man—nothing but 
steps. 

“Elsie?” 

Silence. 

“Elsie?” ' 

The b-z-z-z-z-z-z-z of great green flies 
answered him. 

He struck a match. 

Her long fair hair tumbled about het 
throat and shoulders, the girl he lo 
his wife, lay stretched on the wide bunk 
in the corner, one arm hanging limply 
over the edge. 

He shook her gently, half afraid of th 
result. 

She opened her eyes. “Any chance 
chance—of—rain?” she whispered. 
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a ONE!” and he stuffed the end of 

his handkerchief into his mouth, 
that she might not hear the strangling 
sobs. 

With that great unfathomable love that 
is inherent in woman, she understood his 
pain; forgetting her own suffering, she 
sat up. 

“There’s a glass of—of water in the 
chest, outside, Boy,” she faltered, “I saved 
it for you.” 

He sprang at her roughly. “When did 
you drink last? I’ve been gone two days! 
Answer me!” 

“Don’t Ralph; you hurt—please don’t 

“Answer me!” 

She could not lie to him. “Yes—yester- 
day.” 

One bound and he was at the chest, 
had the glass of precious water in his 
hand—then back at her side. 

“Drink it!” 

“Oh, Ralph! As you love me! You 
need it more than I do; please—oh, my 
God!” 

He had seized her, forced her lips 
apart and poured the water down. 

The ecstasy of satisfied Nature was 
too great. She fainted, a tiny smile 
dimpling the haggard cheeks. 

He dashed the glass to the floor; its 
crash and tinkling broke the stillness 
weirdly. 


” 
! 


HEN he stared round the neat in- 
terior with minute care. The flour 
barrel was there—full; bacon hung from 
the rafters, uncut; the bags of potatoes 
and onions were in place, practically un- 
touched; coffee and tea urns where they 
belonged; all neat and clean. And by 
the door the empty water pails glistened 
strangely—empty. 

He flung himself on the floor. “And 
now then—what’s next?” 

Water! Water! 

Every sinew, each nerve, his whole be- 
ing was as though torn apart, so it 
seemed to him, by the awful longing. His 
only peace—minute enough—was to hear 
her breathing softly, regularly. 

“I do not think that I can last, but she 
may! Oh, mercy, God! Mercy!” The 
last word was a groan; but she did not 
move. 

Slowly at first, then faster and faster, 
his mind wandered. He had hallucina- 
tions that he was at home, ’mid the Con- 
necticut hills; he heard water running, 
babbling over moss-covered rock, and 
he saw its cool, white foam as it tumbled 
into deep, sparkling pools. Yes—he could 
bathe his hands in it..... instead, 
he convulsively opened and shut them 
on the hot, hard boards. 


Sometimes he 


THE hours passed on. 
sometimes ab- 


was unconscious, 
normally alert. 

During one of these sane moments he 
heard the sound of hoof beats thudding 
fast over the prairie. He struggled up. 
A horse and rider, silhouetted against 
the roseate dawning, appeared. 

“Hide me, for God’s sake, old man! 
They’re after me!” Bleeding from a 
wound in his shoulder and a deep gash 
over his eyes, Tom Watts—a neighboring 
squatter—lurched in. 

Senses keenly alert now, Ralph stared 
athim. “Who’s after you? What is it 
all about ?” 

“I—I shot Alf Hayman day before— 
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tay—before—yesterday. He—had plenty 
~of—water from his—damned well—and 
—my—my cattle—my wife—and kid—are 
ty-dying. The devil—laughed—at—at me 
a’ I ki-killed him! The Mounteds are 
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close—hellish close—be-hind. Hide me, 
Ralph!” 


A HARD, stern look came over the big 
cattleman’s face; the other saw and 
recognized it; he crawled to him. 

“I—I know that you—you are—trusted 
by th’ Police, Ralph, ’cause—ye’ve never 
—never lied—to ’em—nor to—nobody; but 
I’m—hard hit—an’ my _  wife’s—dyin’— 
Ralph—dyin’! What’s—to become—of 
her—if they—get me?” 

Silence. 

Then he began again. Ralph’s face did 
not change. “God’ll reward—reward— 
ye—if there—is a God;—an’ if there ain’t 
—well somebody will—will lift a hand for 
ye—when—when ye—needs—it worst 
I’m—all in—an’—done!” ‘ 

Watts sagged to the floor in a heap. 

Prairie Ralph looked out into the grow- 
ing, blazing light with that same curious 
intensity. 

Not a cloud anywhere. Nothing but 
the certain forecast of another murder- 
ing day. 

And as he stared his own words came 
back to him: “I'd lie, steal, Rill, to stop 
this!” 

Something moving yonder? Yes! one 
—two—four—five! The Mounted Police! 

With a quick motion he picked up 
Watts, carried him to the wide bunk and 
put him beyond the girl, next the wall. 

She wakened. “What is—?” 

“Quiet, Elsie! Be asleep! Don’t open 
your eyes, or move—whatever you hear!” 


RUSTING implicitly, she closed her 
eyes. He crossed the room and sat 
down on the sill. 

Nearer and nearer came the figures 
until they drew in their reeking horses 
before him. 

“Hello Ralph! Hell—isn’t it?” Cor- 
poral Dickson, of the Royal Northwest 
Mounted Police said—adding sym- 
pathetically : “Passed through your 
cattle last night; they are holding out bet- 
ter than most, but going fast. Got any 
water at all?” 

Ralph shook his head. 

“Fetch up that jug, Ned. Thought that 
you would be shy, so I brought along 
all that I could for you.” 

With the ravening of an animal Prairie 
Ralph seized the vessel, rushed to his 
wife’s side and poured more of the liquid 
down her throat. Then he drank deeply. 


HE unspeakable bliss weakened every 
fibre in his body. There was still 
some water left. 

“Dick!” and he 
parched lips. 

The pony stumbled forward and drank 
from the hand basin that the man filled. 

The Police were sorry for Ralph. They 
knew what the awful drought meant. 
Often, when on patrol, they had stopped 
over-night at his home, and he had told 
them of his struggle to make the cattle 
pay back his all—that he had invested in 
them. This was to have been the ban- 
ner year, but now—! 

“It don’t seem right, Ralph, that you 
should be hit so hard. You've always 
played straight and done right; damn me 
if it isn’t a hell of a shame!” 

The cattleman pulled himself together 
by effort as he saw the covered figure 
beyond the girl, move on the bunk. “What 
brings you boys ‘into this roaring fur- 
nace ?” 

The Corporal sighed, lighting his pipe. 
“Nasty job, old man. Tom Watts killed 
Alf Hayman two days ago; deliberately 
shot him down. Not that I’m blaming 
Tom Watts, because Alf Hayman’s sel- 
fishness with his water is downright 


whistled through 
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cruelty; but the law is the law, and 
orders came from headquarters to ‘get 
him.’ You know what that means, in this 
service, Ralph!” 


HE other nodded, keeping his eyes 
from the bunk only by a strong ef- 
fort. 

One of the Police looked over at it. 
“The Missus bad, too?” 

Real tears came to the big man’s eyes; 
he did not answer. 

Out of sympathy no one spoke. The 
Corporal broke the awkward silence by 
a cough. 

“Well, well, it must rain soon; think 
of that, man! Oh—by the way”—and he 
said it casually enough—‘“‘you have not 
seen ,anything moving, in the way of 

‘om ” 


“No.” Ralph lied doggedly for the first 
time in his life. “No, I haven’t seen a 
living thing moving anywhere.” 

“We got his track in what’s left of the 
mud in Rickford’s Gulch, and he was 
headin’ this way, so I thought that we'd 
cross over and bring you water at the 
same time. Most likely Watts’ll head it 
for the American line, but as he started 
off wounded by Bentley—who’s been 
shifted to the Lower Run—and as he has 
no water, we'll find him in time—” he 
paused, then added slowly—“somewhere. 
But I think that he will have ‘cashed in.’ 
His poor wife!” 

The far figure on the bed stirred again. 
“Water!” distinctly came the moan in a 
man’s voice. 

The Corporal started as Ralph jerked 
the water bottle free. 

“Why, that sounds like—.” 

“Here, Bill! Water—and plenty of it!” 
As the wounded man drank Ralph hid his 
face with his body and spoke over his 
own shoulder—“New man I took on. 
Lot of use he is—now! Come from Cal- 
gary way.” 

“Oh—h—h !” 


HE ranchman’s eyes did not waver 
under the Corporal’s keen stare. 

“T see,” the latter said distinctly; then, 
“Come on men; we'll be moving.” 

As they filed out quietly, so as not to 
disturb the girl, Ralph watched them 
dully. 

The Corporal reached out his hand and 
whispered—“Ralph, you’re white! God 
give you rain!” 

When the sound of their horses’ feet 
had died away, and the bobbing figures 
had vanished blurredly in the heat waves, 
a roaring burst in Ralph’s ears; every- 
thing whirled round him and he fell—a 
senseless mass. 

The girl opened her eyes. Seeing him 
on the floor she weakly got from the bunk 
and crawled to him— 

“Ralph! Ralph!” 

Then she, too, fainted. 

The sweltering afternoon wore on, all 
three in the stifling interior as so many 
corpses. 


At sunset a terrifying change came 
over the brilliant-copprous heavens. 
At first, as an inked line on the horizon, 
a bank of cloud appeared. It rushed for- 
ward, blotting out the Western skies; 
and then, with a vicious hiss-s-s and a 
long-drawn wail of wind, the rain came, 
while peal on peal of gigantic thunder 
rolled and volleyed and echoed, shaking 
the low building. Ugly shafts and jagged 
tines of lightning darted everywhere, and 
water came in solid sheets. It trickled 
through the sun-warped shingles and a 
stream of it fell on Ralph’s face. He sat 
up. His be became terror-stricken. 
(Continued on page 621) 
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WEAR YOUR HUNTING LICENSE 
ON YOUR SLEEVE 


F motorists carried their automobile 

licenses in a pocketbook in their hip 
pocket, it would be a rather difficult job 
to enforce the traffic regulations. The 
reason that laws have been passed requir- 
ing that automobiles carry license plates 
where they can be readily seen is so that 
officers can at a glance learn the identity 
of any motorist violating the law. 

Why should not the same reasoning be 
applied to the game laws? The useful- 
ness of the game warden is often greatly 
impaired as soon as his identity becomes 
known. One of the warden’s principal 
duties is to see that every one has a 
hunting license. Immediately he asks the 
shooter to produce his license the coun- 
tryside knows that a game warden is in 
the vicinity. Could this warden mingle 
with the shooters without asking any ques- 
tions and note his license number as a 
traffic officer checks up automobiles the 
problem would be much simpler. 

We do not advocate the wearing of a 
metal license plate, but several States 
have solved the problem by one means or 
another. New York provides that every 
man afield with a gun must wear a button 
showing his license number. Pennsyl- 
vania provides that it is a misdemeanor 
to be afield with a gun without the num- 
ber of your license being worn on your 
arm. The Pennsylvania Board of Game 
Commissioners furnishes with each li- 
cense a tag bearing the license number in 
figures at least one inch in height, which 
tag said licensee is required to display 
on the back of the sleeve between the 
elbow and the shoulder in such manner 
that the figures be visible at all times 
while hunting. These cloth bands can be 
sewed or pinned around the sleeve of 
your hunting coat. Other States are us- 
ing the same or similar methods. 

We have just received word that Mary- 
land in recent changes in the conservation 
laws has provided for an arm tag to be 
worn while hunting, the number on same 
to correspond with the number of the 
hunting license which must always be in 
the possession of the licensee when hunt- 
ing. 

We believe other States will quickly 
adopt this system when. once they realize 
the many advantages. It is needless to 
add that their revenues will be materially 
increased, 

. a o * 


ANOTHER GAME REFUGE 

HROUGH the kindness of Mr. Ernest 

L. Woodward, of the General Crushed 
Stone Company, and Mr. Schuyler C. 
Wells, of Le Roy, N. Y., another game 


refuge and public shooting ground has 
been added to the growing list of such 
properties throughout the Union. 


About 


three miles northeast of Le Roy are nearly 
2,000 acres of mostly second growth tim- 
ber with a sprinkling of fields here and 
there. Seventy-five per cent. of this land 
has not been tilled in years 

Mr. Woodward, who conceived the 
idea of forming a game refuge in this 
section, had the interests of the sports- 
men at heart, and it was decided to set 
aside only one-third of the 2,000 acres 
as a refuge, leaving the remainder of 
the block to serve as a public shooting 
ground. Six hundred and forty acres 
with definite and clear boundaries were 
selected for the refuge. The north boun- 
dary, which is slightly over two miles in 
length, is marked by Allen’s Creek, a 
very attractive trout stream. Over 9 
per cent. of the south boundary is marked 
by the Lehigh Valley Railroad. A fence 


clearly defines the east boundary, leav- 
ing the west side without a definite 
marker. However, a public highway runs 


within two hundred feet of the west 
boundary, and postings along this high- 
way will serve to warn trespassers. 

This entire refuge is natural bird 
cover—plenty of water and springs. Mr. 
Woodward has planted corn and buck- 
wheat in several of the small fields for 
the purpose of furnishing food for the 
game. Woodcock, ruffed grouse, pheas- 
ants, gray and black squirrels and cot- 
tontail rabbits have always abounded in 
this section. In addition to this, Mr. 
Woodward released snow-shoe rabbits on 
this property. 

Mr. Woodward and those associated 
with him in establishing this refuge and 
public shooting ground should receive the 
glad hand of fellowship from all sports- 
men, not alone those in the imme- 
diate vicinity of Le Roy who will benefit 
directly from the splendid generosity of 
these men, but from all true sportsmen 
everywhere. 


* * * * 
CAN A SEAL CATCH A HELL- 
DIVER? 


NY one who has ever watched seals 
feeding cannot help but marvel at 
the speed with which these animals dart 
about in the water, and the apparent ease 
with which they are able to overtake their 
prey. There are few duck hunters who 
have not had the opportunity of witness- 
ing the speed of the grebe, commonly 
known as hell-diver. How easily he can 
protect himself by diving and swimming 
under water is legend. Lightning is slow 
as compared with the speed with which 
a hell-diver submerges when he sees the 
flash of a gun headed in his direction. 
The question is which is the quicker in 
the water, seal or grebe? 
Mr. Arthur L, Penniman, of 55 Granite 
Street, Cambridge, Mass., writes the As- 
sociation of a contest he witnessed on 


the Maine coast in the Penobscot Bay re- 
gion between a seal and a _ pied-billed 
grebe when each was apparently doing 
his best, the seal looking for his supper 
and the hell-diver intent on seeing to it 
that he didn’t make up the menu. Part 
of Mr. Penniman’s letter follows: 

“While we were engaged in studying 
the habits of a fish hawk, our attention 
was attracted by a great commotion in 
the water off shore. From our blind we 
could see that the splashing was caused 
by a seal performing the most curious 
antics in his attempts to catch a bird 
which we later identified as a pied-billed 
grebe. 

“The seal made rapid progress por- 
poising in and out of the water in quick 
diving leaps and was fast overhauling 
the bird which was swimming franti- 
cally to escape his pursuer, but, however, 
made no attempt to fly. After a straight- 
away race of some fifty yards or more, 
it seemed as if the chase was over, as 
both bird and seal disappeared in the 
same splash as the seal struck the water. 
When the splash subsided we saw that the 
grebe had cleverly dodged to one side and, 
after twisting and turning quickly around 
a very small circuit to elude the seal, he 
headed straight for shore. The bird now 
began to use its wings and, skittering rap- 
idly over the water, soon distanced the 
seal, which continued the chase until with- 
in thirty feet of the beach where the 
water was no more than knee deep. 

“There he sat with his shoulders out 
of the water, watching the grebe as the 
latter ran along the edge of the shore. 
Then, as though he hated to give up his 
meal, he slowly pursued the bird on a 
parallel course in the water, paying not 
the slightest attention to the men on the 
beach until he was frightened off by our 
intervention in the contest.” 


* * * * 


FISH IN CALIFORNIA 


HEN California is mentioned most 

people think of it as a place to 
go to avoid the discomforts of winter. 
As a hunter’s paradise she is famous. 
Nearly all sportsmen have heard of the 
famous waterfowl shooting to be had in 
the Sacramento and San Joaquin Valleys, 
of California’s big game and her valley 
quail, but few men think of California as 
a fisherman’s State. 

We are in receipt of a communication 
from Mr. F. M. Newbert, president of the 
Fish and Game Commission of California, 
giving us some data .in this connection, 
which surely places California foremost 
among the fishing States in the Union 
This State has 26,212 miles of fishing 
streams that contain sufficient water the 
year around to maintain fish life. Be- 
sides 1,200 miles of coast line they have 
862,133 acres of fresh water lakes, Rain- 








bow 
naw 
thes 
Gan 
thei 
oi t 
coul 
fish 
beer 
The 


the 


righ 
Stat 
age 
Stat 
Sup 
high 
men 
retul 
spor 
Tl 
surv 
in tk 
and 
wate 
not 
insta 
plant 
num 
Tc 
fishil 
an a 
Mill: 
year 
finge 


Ss 
T’ 
‘ 
pend 
farm 
the 3 
all k 
who 
the | 
left « 
him. 
er’s ¢ 
Th 
bend 
insist 
Some 
stand 
form: 
convi 
the p 
suit ¢ 
Int 
4 
show 
of yo 
that | 
game 


M’ 
man t 
been | 
and i 
or be 
Surel} 
is a 1 
waste. 
for gt 
lize th 
this V 
vation 
Min 
shall, 
wild 2 
Part Ae 
Cay.” 
legally 
thousa 
It wot 












 re- 
illed 
oing 
pper 
(oO it 
Part 


ying 
ition 
1 in 
| we 
used 
ious 
bird 
illed 


por- 
uick 
ailing 
anti- 
ever, 
ight- 
nore, 
. a 

the 
ater. 
t the 
and, 
ound 
1, he 
now 
rap- 

the 
with- 

the 


; out 
; the 
hore. 
> his 
on a 
+ not 
1 the 
- our 


most 
‘e to 
inter. 
nous. 
f the 
id in 
lleys, 
alley 
ja as 


ation 
f£ the 
yrnia, 
ction, 
»>most 
‘nion. 
shing 
r the 
Be- 
have 
Rain- 








bow, steelhead, black spotted and macki- 
naw trout are native, and, in addition to 
these species, the California Fish and 
Game Commission has introduced into 
their waters all the known species of trout 
of the eastern United States and foreign 
countries. Other desirable fresh-water 
fish not native to California have also 
been stocked in the waters of that State. 
They boast the largest trout hatchery in 
the world. 

Laws have been passed recognizing the 
rights of the people to fish in any and all 
State-stocked streams except where dam- 
age would be done to cultivated land. 
Statutes empower the County Boards of 
Supervisors with the right to condemn a 
highway along all streams for the sports- 
men’s benefit. According to the license 
returns 150,000 anglers participate in the 
sport, 

The Fish and Game Commission has 
surveyed and mapped out all watersheds 
in the State, the absolute area of all lakes 
and streams, all dams and diversions of 
water on each stream, and whether or 
not any fish protective device has been 
installed. These charts show the various 
plantings of fish and indicate the species, 
number, temperature of waters, etc. 

To increase and encourage commercial 
fishing this State annually propagates on 
an average of 30,000,000 Quinnat salmon. 
Millions of these fish are held over each 
year in the State retaining ponds to the 
tingerling size before they are planted. 


* * * * 


SPORTSMAN AND FARMER 


HE sportsman should not lose sight 

of the fact that his place to hunt de- 
pends largely upon the tolerance of the 
farmer. For this reason, he should make 
the iarmer’s interests his interests. We 
all know that there is a type of shooter 
who has little respect for the owner of 
the land over which he tramps. A gate 
left open, a broken fence means little to 
him. Some even stoop to shoot the farm- 
er’s chickens. 

The better class of sportsmen should 
bend every effort to catch the outlaw and 
insist upon his arrest and prosecution. 
Some sportsmen’s associations keep a 
standing reward of $25 offered for in- 
formation that will lead to the arrest and 
conviction of any man found damaging 
the property of another while in the pur- 
suit of game and fish. 

Interest yourself in behalf of the farm- 
er. Take him into your organization, 
show him that you are willing to go out 
of your way to aid him, and you will find 
that he will take more interest in your 
game and in your sport. 


* * * * 


MEAT CONSERVATION 


ANY men who like to speak of them- 
selves as sportsmen and condemn the 
man they refer to as a meat-hunter, have 
been known to kill game, take the trophy 
and leave the rest either to feed vermin 
or become carrion, as the case may be. 
Surely with the existing prices of meat it 
is a moral crime to allow any to go to 
waste. It should be illegal in every State 
for gunners to kill big game and not uti- 
lize the entire carcass. In many instances 
this would undoubtedly prove a conser- 
vation measure. 

Minnesota provides that “No person 
shall, after taking or killing any protected 
wild animal, abandon or permit the edible 
part of the carcass thereof to waste or de- 
cay.” In some sections a gunner may 
legally kill game that will dress several 
thousand pounds in weight. Is this right? 
It would be impractical to kill this amount 
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of meat if the provision just quoted from 
the Minnesota law were enacted and en- 
forced. 

* * » * 


SOUTH DAKOTA MAKES LAKES 
HILE the sportsmen of some sec- 
y tions are bewailing the fact that 
drainage projects are depriving them of 
their lakes and marshes in the attempt to 
turn the same into farmland, the sports- 
men of South Dakota are busy improving 
their ducking waters. 

In Spink County there is a large shal- 
low lake, known as Cottonwood Lake. 
Neither State nor Government had title 
to this water. However, the sportsmen of 
that locality succeeded in getting the 
farmers to waive their rights and agree 
to allow the Department of Game and 
Fish to raise the level of this lake two 
feet. Any one familiar with shallow 
prairie lakes will realize that the last two 
feet raised spells the difference between 
success and failure from the standpoint 
of the sportsman. 

A dam will be built that will necessi- 
tate moving about 18,000 yards of dirt. 
A 200-foot rock spillway will be con- 
structed to take care of the surplus water. 
When this work has been completed the 
sportsmen of that section need not fear 
that dry seasons will deprive them of 
their shooting and fishing. 

* * * * 


BLACK BEAR IS GAME 

OME States afford the black bear pro- 

tection by a closed season, bag limit, 
etc. Other States are allowing this spe- 
cies of American game to approach ex- 
tinction rapidly by permitting them to 
be killed at all seasons of the year. Last 
year four hundred and seventy-two black 
bears were killed as game in the State of 
Pennsylvania during the open season. Mr. 
John M. Phillips, president of the Board 
of Game Commissioners of that State, 
claims that more will be killed next year, 
as the breeding stock has not been en- 
croached upon. 

Personally, we think the black bear is 
about as dangerous as the white-tailed 
deer. At least, the States that claim that 
that animal should be exterminated be- 
cause he is a menace to human life would 
have a difficult task if compelled to fur- 
nish reliable data showing where black 
bears had attacked men. From all infor- 
mation we have been able to gather from 
men conversant with the habits of the 
black bear, he will run himself to death if 
given half an opportunity when he meets 
aman in the woods. Pennsylvania pro- 
tects them and they furnish sport, food 
and fur for her gunners. Bruin is game 
and should be classed as such. 


* * * * 


KILL THAT CAT 


Dont for any sentimental reason over- 
look the opportunity to kill every self- 
hunting cat you see. Put the old adage 
out of your mind that it will cause you 
to have bad luck for ten years. If there 
were any truth in this, the writer would 
meet with misfortune for the next sev- 
eral hundred years at least, and we know 
men whose operations along these lines 
have been so extensive that they would 
be followed by bad luck till the judgment- 
day, if there were a vestige of truth in 
this saying. 

John Burroughs is responsible for the 
statement that the cats destroy more 


birds than all other animals combined. 
Dr. H. W. Henshaw, former chief of the 
United States Bureau of Biological Sur- 
vey, places the cat as one of the worst 
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enemies of our native birds. Mr. A. C. 
Dike reports that a cat owned by his 
family, which was a pet and particularly 
well cared for, killed fifty-eight birds in 
one year. Mr. Edward H. Forbush esti- 
mates that the cats of Massachusetts kill 
700,000 birds annually. 

Records are numerous of individual 
cats killing ten or more birds a day. These 
records do not apply to the half-wild 
specimen that knows no home, for such 
records are obviously not available. If 
a well-fed cat will bring in ten birds a 
day to its litter of kittens, imagine the 
destruction wrought by the self-support- 
ing half-wild cat. 

A dog that loses his master will seek 
another. There are few cats, if. left to 
shift for themselves, but that quickly real- 
ize how easy it is to live upon the fat of 
the land and know no master. Any cat 
found two hundred yards away from 
buildings has ceased to function as an 
eradicator of rats and mice. Any little 
advantage she may have been to the 
farmer is more than offset by the damage 
she does in killing insectivorous birds. 
Don’t overlook any opportunities that may 
offer. 

a * * + 


MORE THAN A MOUTHFUL 

Wé have heard of people being ac- 

cused of biting off more than they 
could chew. It seems that sometimes this 
hackneyed expression can be applied liter- 
ally. Mr. Henry C. Hanke, of Minneap- 
olis, Minn., who is county treasurer of 
Hennepin County, recently witnessed an 
incident where a black bass got more than 
a mouthful without including any fish- 
hooks temptingly displayed for his benefit. 

When returning from fishing one even- 
ing Mr. Hanke noticed a commotion in 
the lily-pads and with his companion 
rowed over to investigate. In shallow 
water, lying on its side was a mammoth 
large-mouth black bass. It was appar- 
ently in a death struggle. Protruding out 
of its mouth could be seen the tail of a 
blue gill sunfish, Mr. Hanke put his 
landing net under the bass and lifted it 
into the boat. 

Investigation showed that in attempt- 
ing to swallow the sunfish the little fellow 
had become fastened in the gills of the 
bass and his dorsal fin had cut the larger 
fish badly. When the sunfish was re- 
moved it was apparently in the best of 
spirits and none the worse for its expe- 
rience. The bass, which weighed over six 
pounds, was practically a dead fish when 
it was netted. 

* * * ~ 


SEA GULLS AS GAME DE- 
STROYERS 

ECENTLY we printed an item telling 

of the depredations of Alaska sea 
gulls which were seen feeding on the eggs 
of waterfowl and of their attacks on young 
ducks and geese before these birds are 
old enough to take care of themselves. 
Last fall when crossing Peconic Bay on 
Long Island, Mr. Everett R. Overton, of 
the New York Conservation Commission, 
and the writer, witnessed a gull in the 
distance apparently harrying a duck. The 
duck would dive and when it again came 
to the surface the gull would be hovering 
over the exact spot and would force it 
to dive again. Sometimes the gull would 
successfully catch and hold on for several 
seconds before the duck was able to break 
away. 

The aggressor in this instance was a 
large herring gull. Our approach stopped 
the performance, but the duck, however, 
was so exhausted that we scooped it up 


(Continued on page 622) 
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THE SPORTSMANS WORLD 


BOAT DOCKING RACK AN 
ECONOMY 


By F. E. Brimmer 


DEVICE that will save your boats 
4 and your back, too, will prove a real 
help in docking your craft. The one de- 
scribed and shown in the photograph was 
improvised on the spot. It was found 
that the waves from wind or created 
solely from the propellers of the lake pas- 
senger boats were large and powerful 
enough to whip our boats and canoes 
seriously when simply tied to the dock 
in front of camp. Hence it was a real 
task to launch and dock our pleasure 
and fishing craft every morning and night 
until the Handy Andy of the party rigged 
up our docking rack. 
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The top view of the docking rack is 
shown in No. 1 on the illustration. This 
was made from two-by-four sticks, K, 
each twelve feet long. These sticks were 
braced at the ends by cross-sticks spiked 
in place, as at B-B. About midway of 
the frame a roller was placed and also 
another near the front end, as at R-R. 
The frame was placed upon the beach so 
that its front end was convenient for 
making a landing with the boat and the 
rear weighted down with heavy stones to 
hold it in place. By means of this rack 
one person can very easily and quickly 
get his craft into and out of the water 
without dragging it across bare ground 
by the keel and perhaps injuring it more 
than the actual use on the water. 

The two rollers, shown in detail at 
No. 2, were two feet long, as this was 
the width between the frame sticks of 
the rack. Each roller, R, was made from 
a round sapling cut near camp and its 
center was grooved slightly with the axe 
so that the keel of the boats would ride 
over the center of the rollers. To elevate 
the rollers high enough off the ground 
and to pivot them in place, two blocks, Y, 
one on each end of the roller, were spiked 
to the frame. Heavy spikes extended 
through the blocks, Y, and into the cen- 
ter ends of the rollers. 

A rear end view of the rack is shown 
at No. 3, the frame sticks, K, the braces, 
B, and the two upright sticks that hold 
the boat from tipping over are H. The 
photograph at No. 4 shows the docking 
frame in use. The sticks that support the 
boat upright, those at H, may be any 
height convenient for the height of the 
boat to be held. Where several boats 
are to be docked by the docking rack it 
will be necessary to place a pair of sticks 
near the rack upon which each boat may 
be set when docked. Run each boat upon 
the rollers and then set one end at a time 
to the permanent position desired. This 
will save patching many leaks. 

The docking rack will be found to be 
a saver of time and damage to the boats 
and canoes. It will well repay for the 
time and material used in building it. To 
make it durable the frame may be painted 
two coats, 


BUILD YOUR OWN FISH-BAIT 
TRAP 


By F. E. Brimmer 


EN fishing for bass, pickerel, trout 

and many other of the larger fishes 

you must secure live minnows as bait. It 
is a simple matter to build for yourself 
a bait trap. Indeed, you may not need to 
spend a single cent to construct it if you 
have some old screen wire, two barrel 
hoops and four metal strips four feet 
long. In the picture at No. 2 is shown a 
completed fish-bait trap that was pur- 
chased for several dollars, ready made, 
and is no better than the one you can 
make yourself. The photograph simply 
gives you the general idea of a bait-trap. 
The first thing to find is old screen 
wire, as at No. 1, that is about four by 
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It's always a genuine good time with plenty o’ action—exciting 
souT BEND pleasure—and envigorating recreation, when good fellows get to- 
fae eeoye 4 gether on a fishing trip. And the memories of such trips linger— 
REEL and their telling tends to link friendships closer and closer. There 
are no better pals than your “fishing pals’—and on such trips there 
is no better equipment than 


SOUTH BEND 
i. QUALITY TACKLE 


BUCK-TAIL 
w 656w 








Recommended by anglers the country over—are the famous Bass-Oreno and 
Babe-Oreno baits. They’re of the wobbler type and dive, dash and dart in an er- 
ratic mipnow-like course, most alluring to game-fish. Not in motion they float. 





The Weedless Spinner Buck-tail can be used in the thickest of weeds, docks or 
eee lily pads. It isa most effective lure and especially when used with pork rind. 
The South Bend Level Winding Anti-Back-Lash Reel makes every cast perfect— 


ba guaranteed not to back-lash, snarl or tangle. Needs no thumbing. Winds your 
ea line perfectly even and level. 





Send for our FREE book ‘‘The Days of Real Sport’’ 


Shows our complete line. Gives valuable bait-casting hints. 


{| SOUTH BEND BAIT CoO. 


2298 Higth St. South Bend. Ind. 


-OREN 
Gass-onens 
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|| Leare at Home by Mail to | 


Mount Birds 
and Animals 


Be a taxidermist. Learn the wonder- 
ful art that enables you to mount and pre- 
serve as in life, all kinds of birds, animals, 
game-heads, fishes, reptiles, etc. Also how to 
tan all kinds of furs and skins and make 
splendid rugs and robes. Learned 
at Home! We can teach you easily and 
quickly by mail. Full course of 40 lessons, 


covering every branch of taxidermy. Success 
guaranteed or no fee. 
Latest me 
graduates. 


Old reliable school. 
thods. Over fifty-five thousand 

























A new, splendid art, 
extremely interesting and 
fascinating. Men, women 
and boys become enthusi- 
astic over it. Send today 
for free finely illustrated 
book, and see for yourself 
what taxidermy really is. 
We teach you at home by 
mail, during your spare 
time. You learn quickly. 
You soon know Taxidermy 
and bearn to mount your 
splendid trophies. Youcan 
decorate your home, den 
or office with the very fin- 
estofart. You can make 
wonderful profits from 
your spare time. You will 
hugely enjoy every mo- 
ment you give to the art 
Feridermiet ant F and a Pree ot of taxidermy. Thous- 

idermy ands and thousands of 
students — learned and are delighted. 


One says: 
“Have msanted forty otrde. three deer heads, four squir* 
and sixteen Have had the finest of success: 


Beautiful book 


ould not take a uh ueand dollars for my knowledge of 
~E. V. Jarceh. 

showing dozens of 

—- of Mounted 


Specimens and also 


the Taxidermy Magazine—both Free for a 
short time. Mail coupon or a postal today. 
Don't delay, but act now_before the free 
books are exhausted. 


Make Money * 20:5 


ie taxid orm3 ermy in 
your re time, or into as a 
make from 82,000 to $5,000 per year. Big demand and 
few taxidermists. This is something ret something 
your while. Write Today for ful I pertioulers 
—y the =e tise Cit wo - 
er or —bot it ou Wi 
with the free books. 


Northwestern School of Taxidermy 


1307 Elwood Bidg., Omaha, Nebraska 
(The Only School of Taxidermy in the Worid) 


= Free Book Coupon ===" 
Northwestern School of pease , 
1307 Elwood Bidg. Omaha,N 
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eight feet. If you use new wire it need 
be but four feet square, for it will require 
but one thickness of this, while old wire 
had best be put on double thickness. 

Now find two barrel hoops that are 
about sixteen inches in diameter and made 
of metal if possible, although the wooden 
ones will answer the purpose. At No. 3, 
the two hoops are X and Y, being held 
together by the four strips, as at H. The 
four strips, H, are forty-eight inches long 
and may be lathing or metal strips stiff 
enough to form the frame. 

When rivets or nails have been used to 
secure the four strips to the hoops, it is 
time to wrap the frame with the wire, W. 
Secure this in place by sewing its edges 
with fine copper wiring. The rear end 
of the trap, as at R, is also covered with 
wire, 

Inside the front end of the bait-trap a 
wire funnel, K, is placed. Make this 
funnel with wire netting, forming a cone 
that is eighteen inches long by sixteen 
inches in diameter at the large end and 
tapering to a small opening of one inch 
at the other. The sketch at No. 4, shows 
a side view and indicates clearly the posi- 
tion of the funnel-shape entrance, K. 

Of course the bait-trap may be made 
larger or smaller as you may desire, but 
the size given will serve all ordinary 
purposes. Put your trap near the mouth 
of a stream as it enters a lake, or where 
you know the minnows are located, and 
bait it with bread crusts. To open the 
trap simply unwind the copper wiring that 
holds on the rear door, R, half way round 
and put in the crusts. The minnows will 
come in through the funnel to get the 
bread and not be able to find the small 
opening to get out. To get the bait out 
simply unfasten a small distance along 
the circumference of the rear end. 





GUINEA FOWL 


Editor Firetp AND STREAM: 


I have just been reading your August 
issue and happened to notice a query con- 
cerning wild guineas. I also noticed that 
the dope was somewhat lacking, so I am 
sending this through for what it is worth. 

I had, this winter, the unusual oppor- 
tunity for hunting these birds while the 
Atlantic Fleet was at Guantanamo, Cuba. 
They are very plentiful in that locality 
and are wild, to say the least. In addi- 
tion to being wild they seem to be ex- 
tremely hardy and certainly get the prize 
when it comes to carrying shot. 

For these birds I had best results with 
Winchester shells loaded, as nearly as I 
can remember, with three and a half 
drams of powder and an ounce and three- 
quarters of chilled “fours.” The gun I 
used was a Remington Auto, twelve 
gauge. 

The guineas seemed to feed mostly on 
cactus fruit and were very hard to ap- 
proach, since the cactus was little over 
knee high. Best results were secured by 
working along the edges of the tangled 
brush into which they invariably flew 
when flushed. 

They give a very good flight and are 
not the slowest bird when it comes to 
getting out of your way. In the open 
they are flushed, after sighting, by dash- 
ing toward them, for unless forced to 
fly they will run for cover. 

The meat of the wild guinea is very 
sweet and not over gamey. However, 


you might as well eat a rubber doormat 
as try to get away with an old cock. 
Several of us also had quite a bit of 
sport shooting iguanas with our pistols. 
From the skin of one of these I made a 


very good pair of grips for my Smith & 
Wesson “Special.” The skin also makes 
excellent “trimmin’s” for an artificial 
minnow, one of which did good work on 
Spanish mackerel. 
You see, we have a little fun, 
though we are in the Navy. 
W. D. 


even 





OUR CAMP 


Up in our camp in the Catskills, 
Where the air is so pure and sweet, 

The Neversink stream goes flowing by 
The Delaware River to meet. 


In the sound of the rushing waters 
We hear the voices clear 

Of Indian children’s spirits 
Which seem to be hovering near. 


Under the rocks at Emerald Pool 
Where the moss is green and gray 
There you may find the speckled trout 

Hiding themselves away. 


Along the river there runs a trail 
That leads to a spot I know 

Where ferns, rhododendron and laurel 
And painted trilliums grow. 


There so stately stands 
The balsam and the pine 
And there in the heart of the woods 
Is that beautiful camp of mine. 
—Elisabeth P. Sutherland. 
(Age 11 years.) 





A COMPACT TELESCOPE 
By Elisha K. Kane 


VERY sporting goods store is 

stocked with a bewildering array 

of “folding-combination” articles, 

such as the pick-shovel-saw and 
hatchet, the watch-compass atrocity, and 
the jack-knife containing more tools than 
a kitchenette. The charm and salability 
of these articles is exactly in inverse ratio 
to the experience and common sense of 
the sportsman. But, nevertheless, it is 
true that certain combinations may really 
prove effective (sleeping in church, for 
example), and the writer claims that this 
combination telescope and microscope 
herein described is of the utmost prac- 
ticability. 

A good field glass costs from twenty 
to sixty dollars, is very bulky, and worst 
of all, weighs from one to three pounds. 
The instrument illustrated here cost only 
three dollars, is no larger than a small 
coin purse, and weighs but two ounces. 
As to its efficiency, it has a wide field 
of vision combined with a magnification 
of six times. Having only two lenses, the 
absorption of light by the glass is very 
slight, thereby making the image un- 
usually clear, something to be appreciated 
if the glass is to be used at night. Lastly, 
it may be focused and brought into action 


DOUBLE COMCOVE AND 
DOUBLE COMvVEA LENSES 
USED AS FIELD GLASS 
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About Lenses 


The better you know your lens, the 
better prepared you are for picture- 
making. This booklet, containing 
numerous illustrations and diagrams, 
will give you information you ought to 
have regarding the various kinds of 
lenses used in photography. It offers 
you as well, in non-technical language, 
aninsightintoelementary photographic 
optics. Free. 


Lantern Shdes 


Deals with the making and coloring 
of lantern slides. Free on application. 


Ki odakery 


A little magazine for amateur photo- 
graphers— written mostly for the be- 
ginner but containing much of value to 
the advanced worker and always techni- 
cally right. Free for one year to every 
new purchaser of a Kodak, Brownie, 
Premo or Graflex. (The secessary 
subscription blank is contained in the 
instruction book that accompanies each 
camera.) ‘To all others sixty cents per 
year. 





Kodak Literature” 


For the Amateur Who Wants to 
Know the Why of What He Does. 


Elementary Photographic Chemistry 


The chemistry of photography, with a 
description of the preparation and pro- 
perties of the chemicals used, is pre- 
sented in a clear fashion; and the in- 
formation contained between its covers 
is invaluable to the serious amateur. 
80 pages. Free. 


How to Make Good Pictures 


A practical book for the amateur that 
covers in a simple understandable way 
every phase of photography that he is 
likely to be interested in. 170 pages. 
Price 40 cents at your dealers. 


Bromide Enlarging with a Kodak 


An understandable pamphlet that tells 
how to improvise an enlarging outfit 
with any focusing camera that has a 
removable back. Free. 


The Photography of Colored Objects 


describes, in simple language, the prin- 
ciples and practice of orthochromatic 
and panchromatic photography. 50c. 
postpaid. 


Eastman Kodak Co., Rochester, N. Y., Zhe Kodak City 
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quicker than the ordinary clumsy tele- 
scope or field glass. But it is only fair 
to note its disadvantages. It is monocular 
while a field glass is binocular, that is, 
| the former can be used only with one 
eye, the latter has a series of lenses so 
that it may be used with both eyes. It is 
not achromatic, the extremities of the 
object viewed are fringed with faint rain- 
bow colors, but this drawback is prac- . 

tically counteracted by not using a magni- =  ieodion 


fying power of more than six diameters. To Tour No More With a Car Full of 
Bundles, Suitcases and What Not 














The most beautiful scenery is lost if 
OR such a glass, purchase two lenses every jounce lands a ton of baggage in 
from an optician, one a double convex the pit of your stomach. Any one who has 


lens of two and one-half inches in diam- ridden ten hours a day with legs cramped 
among bags and baskets will hail the Peter- 
eter with a focus of about fifteen inches, son Autopack with joy. 
and the other a small double concave lens The Peterson Autopack fastens on the 
. ‘ ° ° de “ Baa 
half an inch in diameter with a two or side of any car, as illustrated. Adjustable 
i ge we If k ° i k padded clips attach to car. Weight rests 
three-inch focus. t not ept in_ stoc on running board, so that wear will not 
these lenses may easily be ground at a come in hooks. Can be quickly detached, 
cost of about a dollar a-piece. For con- — = and tucked under rear seat when 
A ° Pe ° ° . oO se. 
venience in handling, it is advisable to The Peterson Autopack is made in a 
have the smaller lens mounted, and this variety of waterproof auto top cloths to 
can be done by providing it with a handle match the car. Can be washed same as 
> ate “ewe — 1 rest of the car. Also made in canvas. 
of twisted wire or Cardboard. Either style can be furnished with special 
To operate: hold the small lens about clips for roadsters, or can be made up in 
two inches from the eye, and in the same a — if ouet. on special order. R 
° e ee ° or iar arti w r mor é > 
line of vision, with the other hand, hold ee ee ee ee a 


f: hf ] . can be used. 
as ait u as a the large lens about one foot farther Send to-day for illustrated circular. If 


away. If the image is blurred it can be your dealer cannot supply you, we will 
° ship direct on receipt of price. 


hunter’s dog | readily focused to the correct clearness mech wh, 
au» | . -1;4 , > 2 swe : e _ f 2 x 
by a pong the — a Manufactured by the Duluth Tent onl davutag Company 
xetween the two lenses. Remember, the 
finely . Fectl Sioet thien be a ‘field yr opera glass have A. J. PETERSON 
—as finely made and as perfectly  Dacgee 4% . ® 15 Phoenix Building Duluth, Minn. 
_ nothing at all to do with the magnifi- 
balanced and adjusted as the fine | cation, they are merely mechanical aids 
mechanism of his repeating shot- |]}| for holding the lenses in correct posi- 


i This be done just as well by 
un—as tough, strong and sturdy tion. This can 
e ” . y hand, especially when, as is the case with 


as his hunting togs—built like il | the instrument de scribed, the field of vis- 
them for all weathers and all ion is so large that a slight tremor of the 
kinds of rough usage arm will not throw the object out of the 


| field. 
The Ingersoll Wrist Radiolite , as ; 
is the ideal time-k f HE use of this little contrivance can 
oS Sie Seems Cee-eepe ler mee still be increased by providing it with ' : 
who hunt, fish, hike or ride. yet another lens, a double convex lens |] Left the hair “ 
It’s an outdoor watch, conven- with a focus of about one inch. Such a §? with the hide’ 


. ’ : i | magnifying glass can be purchased from 
ient, dependable, accurate, hardy, almost any jeweler or optician already BIG GAME 


unafraid. And its face lights up MOUNTED 
in the dark—telling youthe time | Lenpeid, dete, any Sercign os 
in blackest night as wellas bright- domestic, wild animal heads 


a, e mounted ---the skin or hide 
est day. $6.25 everywhere. tanned in natural state, and made 
into rugs, caps, gloves, men’s or 
women’s garments, 
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ROBT. H. INGERSOLL & BRO. 
New York Chicago San Francisco Montreal TAXIDERMY 
AND FUR TANNING 
SPECIALISTS 
Our illustrated catalog tells how 
to prepare skins for shipping and 
shows prices on head mounting, 
taxidermy, fur tanning and styles 

of garments. 

Midget Wrist Radiolite ! | | ROCHESTER 

The outdoor man’s time- FUR DRESSING 

piece—small and reliable, We : ; 7. COMPANY 

tells correct time, day Fas mounted. With this addition one has 
. . : ° a 655-665 West Ave. 

or night, light or . now a compound microscope. Hold this ncomenven. te ¥. 


dark, rain or ‘ : new lens about an inch above the object ’ 

shine. to be examined, and about fifteen inches m—TRA PPERS — 
. ss above it in the same line of vision hold 

$6-25 the large lens (the small double concave SUPPLIES 

lens is not used in the microscope). Be 

sure not to put the eye too close to the At Factory Cost 


large lens; to obtain results the eye 


should be held directly above it at least Traps, Baits, Guns, Smokers, Searchlights 
lten inches and other Trapping Equipment at Factory 

7 r Cost. We save you big money on all kinds 
A neat leather case, as shown in the of tripping supplies. Send for FREE 


accompanying illustration can be made by TRAPPERS’ GUIDE and Game Laws. Lat- 
any shoemaker or handy man at the cost dag iggy lg i ee! Bet 
of almost nothing. If provided with loops published. Send your aint ent address 
it may be worn conveniently upon the today and get it FREE! 

| belt. With such an instrument, a com- 

| pact, combination microscope and _tele- E. W. BIGGS & CO. 
|scope, the sportsman or naturalist is 89 Biggs Bldg. KANSAS CITY, MO. 
| armed both for bugs or birds. 
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Bigger than Weather” 


Outing Garments of 
North Country Wool 


Keep you warm and comfortable in wind, cold or damp 


weather. Carefully tailored with all sportsmen's con- 
veniences. Exactly suited to the needs of hunters, 
trappers, fishermen and campers. Genuine North Country 
Wool which has made Patrick Cloth famous. 


There is no other cloth just 
like Patrick Cloth. It is as 
distinctive to America as are 
friezes to Ireland, cheviots 
to Scotland and tweeds to 


Manufactured exclusively in 
Patrick woolen mills and 
made up into garments in 
Patrick factories. Patrick 
controls every manufactur- 


England, It is made of the ing process—from raw wool 
thick, long-fibre North Coun- to finished garments. 

ry W ool from sheep that Be sure the Patrick label is 
thrive in the snow, on Mackinaw, Outing Gar- 
ment, Sweater, Cap, Wool 
Hosiery, Auto Robe or Out- 
ing Blanket that you buy. 
If your dealer does not carry 
the line we will direct you 


to one who does. 
Send for 1920-21 Style Book 
showing Patrick-Duluth fab- 
rics in natural colors. 


PATRICK-DULUTH 
WOOLEN MILLS 


Sole Manufacturers of 
both Coth and Garments 


Duluth, Minn. 
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Handy, Safe 
Light Anywhere 


Continuous Burning 





For the farm or camping, you need one of these dandy, conve- 
nient Delta electric lanterns. A great big shower of electric light 


where you want it when!you need it—no matches, 


oil, dirt, or grease. A snap of the switch and you 
have a continuous burning, powerful white light hun- 
dreds of feet ahead. Made of metal—burns ordinary 
No. 6 dry batteries that last for months and cost little. 


10—Hand lantern shown here, Red enameled, nickel 
ipdenned Postpaid, less batteries $3.50 


Order from your dealer, or cond direct 
DELTA ELECTRIC COMPANY 
115 Delta Block Marion, Ind 


World's Standard batteries and electric lampa for hand use, bicycles, boats and bugyies 


Branches: Hew York City, Times Bidg..Times Sq. San Francisce,Rialte Bidg, Winnipeg, Can. 


DELTA . 


ELECTRIC 
LANTERNS & LAMPS 




















































Made to your measure, payable after 
received, with the clear understanding 
thatif the fit is not 
perfect or if you 
are not satisfied in 












GOKEY 


Boots and Moccasins 
THE OLD RELIABLE 


Circulars Sent On Request 






penny. Any 
have paid us is refunded at once. 
Any man young or old in- 

ested we who 


money you ma 


Samples Free 4: yo 
wants to dress wallendine not feel extravagan 
ted to write us for our 
ions expl: i 
postal 












WM. N. GOKEY SHOE CO. 
JAMESTOWN, N. Y. 
Established 1851 























New York Agents Chicago Agents ing well and saving money. 
Ss. See Park TAILORING ComPANY 
Dept 216 Chicago, ILL. 
Where Big Game Stalks Its Prey ¥:'"« 


creeps thru the dusk to the watering place of cattle; where the gray wolf flits like a 
ghost, and the great grizzly claws his mark high on cedar and spruce; where glade 
and glen, copse and thicket swarm with life unleashed e 

and wild—there, in the very heart of the Rockies Outdoor Lif e 
is published by men who know the West land as it can be known only thru a lifetime spent 


on camp and trail. If you would glimpse this wonderland, you must read OUTDOOR 
LIFE, the Western Magazine. Send $1. for six months’ trial subscription. 


October Number Now On Sale at Bookstands—25c. 
YEARLY SUBSCRIPTION $2.50 


THE OUTDOOR LIFE PUBLISHING Co. 


1820 CURTIS STREET ENVER, COLORADO 
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A SPORTSMAN’S CABINET 
By E. L. Warren, M. D. 


Having felt for some time the want of 
a practical, compact and secure cabinet to 
hold the various impediments pertaining 
to hunting and fishing outfits, I set about 
to construct ane to meet my own ideas. 
The main appurtenances of any such out- 
fit are practically the same, differing only 
in degree, so that this cabinet as it has 
turned out should be adequate for the 
average sportsman’s outfit. 

A discarded oak bookcase formed the 
basis of this particular cabinet, furnishing 
the back, two sides and the bottom. The 
detachable shelves of the bookcase served 
to construct the small drawers seen in a 
vertical tier on the right side of the in- 
terior. Additional lumber was, of course, 
necessary to construct the large bottom 
drawer on which the cabinet stands and in 
which can be stored canvas and leather 
clothing, slickers, caps, heavy sox, etc. 
The right-hand side of this drawer is par- 
titioned off to contain rubber boots, shoe 
pacs and hunting shoes separate from the 




















clothing. Six or eight curved notches in 
the gun rack will contain the shotguns, 
rifles and fishing rods the average crank 
will possess. In this cabinet repose a 
Parker 12, a Parker 20, a Winchester 
Model ’95 .30-40 carbine, a Savage .303, a 
.30-’06 Springfield, a Winchester .22 auto- 
matic and two trout rods. 

Needless to say what the small various- 
sized drawers are to contain. Build or 
have such a cabinet made and you will 
see how soon these drawers fill up when 
you commence gathering up the thousand 
and one little things that go to make one’s 
outfit practical and enjoyable. 

A word or two on dimensions, The 
cabinet itself in order to accommodate 
assembled shotguns should be 48 inches 
in height. A front width of from 36 to 
48 inches is a good size. A depth of 18 
inches is ample and at the same time gives 
good depth to the large lower drawer. 
For the small drawers 3%-inch basswood 
is satisfactory, being light and of even 
grain. The large bottom drawer is best 
made of half-inch basswood. 

Last but not least, a sunken drawer 
lock in both the door and lower drawer 
to guarantee everything will be un- 
molested. 


























TENT FRONT AND FLY IN ONE 
By Jack Snipe 

| doping out this combination tent front 

and fly I had three things in mind; 
that is, I set out to incorporate three of 
my many tent requirements. The tent 
itself was one of those square front camp- 
fire shelters. It already had a front, 


sewed at the sides and top, split down the | 


center and loose at the bottom. These 
two sides hung like curtains and only per- 
mitted the front to be opened half way. 
I didn’t like it. 

Instead I wanted a fly or awning that 
might be stretched out in front; I wanted 
a front that would open wide and close 
tight: and I wanted a space in the front 
of the tent proper, in front of the sewed- 
in ground cloth, that could be used for 
standing, for boots and the like when wet 
and mud were wont to intrude. 

This is what I did: I cut a fly as wide 
as the hypotenuse of a triangle formed 
by the height of the tent, and two feet 
at right angles to it on the ground. In 
other words, I made a fly that when sewed 
to the front ridge and pulled down to the 
ground would touch about two feet from 
the front of the ground cloth. 


So far so good, but I now needed sides | 


to the fly, as at either side, when drawn 


down, a new triangle was formed. To | 


stop this gap I cut two pieces, which were 
right-angle triangles similar to the one 
described above—plus. On the long side 
of the right angle the height of the tent 
side, I left a six-inch strip of cloth. This 
is the way it worked: The triangles-plus 
were sewed to the sides of the fly. Tapes 
were then sewed at one foot intervals 
along their outer edges, and also six 
inches in on the inner or under sides. 
Corresponding tapes were sewed to the 
edge of the tent sides and six inches 
back from the edge, outside, the idea 
being that the sides of the fly would 
overlap the tent sides and be double tied. 

“The proof of the pudding is in the 
eating,” and this stunt “tasted” all right; 
it worked. I got my front fly, the trian- 
gular sides not mattering as they might be 
left hanging or thrown back on top. I 
got a front to the tent that would open 
wide or close down tight. And, perhaps, 


best of all, I got a bare space in front 
of the tent ground cloth. 
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WARNING: 
Every Genuine Signal 
Shirt has this Trade 
Mark below the collar 


and. 
Without this Trade 
Mark it isn't @ Signal. 





The Shirt They Choose 


For Fall or Winter hunting—on chill, 

moist days or days when winds are 
1d — for work or pleasure 

outdoor men invariably choose the 


Witdhreaker 


OUTDOOR SHIRT 


for its warmth and comfort. It breaks the 
wind, keeps out the cold. It is neat fitting, 
yet allows utmost freedom of action. It is so: 
to the touch and wears like iron. 


Ask your dealer to show you a Windbreaker 


HILKER-WIECHERS MFG. CO, 
1250 Mound Ave., Racine, Wis. 





A REAL BOAT for use with 
your Outboard Motor 


This is the Kidney Special Rowboat for Out- 
board Motors. 

It is built extra broad on the bottom and full 
in the stern. With one person sitting in the stern 
the boat is on an even keel and not, like most 
boats, with one-third out of the water at the bow. 
Specially built for the detachable rowboat motor, which 
requires a boat very flat and full at the stern, so it will 
not “‘squat’’ down at the stern when running. With a 
2-h.p. motor does 6% to 7 miles an hour. Built extra 
strong to withstand vibration of motor. Also a fine row- 
boat, safe, light and easy rowing. Draws little water and 
has large carryirg capacity. 
ver 300 sold last season. Several thousand in service. 
Send 6 cents in stamps for catalog of rowboats and the 
famous Kidney canoe. 





DAN KIDNEY & SON 
West De Pere Wisconsin 














For All Wear—Everywhere 


The garter for sport wear—for dress wear— 
and it does wear. 


The wide webbing holds firmly, 
but you are never aware of its 
presence. With the 


E.Z, 


GARTER 


“Wide for 
Comfort” 
there is no bind- 
ing of leg muscles; 
no restriction of 
circulation. 
If your dealer cannot 
supply you, send his 
name and we'll tell you 
who can. 


THE THOS. P. TAYLOR CO. 
Dept. F., Bridgeport, Connecticut 
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ARMS, AMMUNITION 
AND TRAP SHOOTING 





give your address for reply.—The Editor. 





. 

This Department is open for the discussion of everything pertaining to shotguns and rifles. We are endeavoring to make it a sports- 
man’s exchange for gun information—both the good qualities and defects of our modern firearms. 
best possible firearm and design the best possible cartridge for the service intended, they are only too glad to hear from the woodsmen 
themselves as to how their weapons pan out in actual field service. 


Do not hesitate to write us for advice and criticism. 


While the manufacturers put out the 


Be sure to 








Edited by Capt. Paul A. Curtis, Jr. 
Wake Up Shooters! 


N the July issue of Fretp anp StrREAM 
we published an editorial on “What 
Is Wrong with Target Shooting?” 


This was followed in the Angust 
issue by a similar article, “What Is 
Wrong with Trapshooting?” We have 


received a host of replies to these edi- 
torials, and we wish that we had the 
space available to reproduce them, as we 
believe that they would be interesting to 


the readers of the Arms and Ammuni- 
tion Department. Unfortunately, this 
cannot be done. We had a few com- 


plaints from the cranks—that is but nat- 
ural. There is none so blind as he who 
will not see, and the old enthusiast that 
is wrapped up in his own game of punch- 
ing little holes in black bull’s-eyes while 
lying on his “tummy,” and the other ex- 
tremist who gets all his fun out of smash- 
ing clay birds from a 16-yard rise day 
after day with a special trap gun that he 
drapes himself around, are in the same 
class. We do not expect them to see any- 
thing in a suggestion for improvement in 
the game. They have taken years to ac- 
quire their present skill, and they shud- 
der, one and all, to think of anything new 
coming into their game which will change 
the old order of things for the better, and 
which, unfortunately, might at the same 
time place the practical field sportsman 
upon a more equal basis with them. 


ORTUNATELY, there were ten let- 

ters of approval received for every one 
of dissent, and out of respect for the 
sensitive feeling of the cranks who have 
cried out “Treason!” we have not pub- 
lished their letters nor our replies. We 
have printed two representative letters 
in regard to target shooting and two 


in regard to trapshooting. One by Major 
Townsend Whelen, one of the greatest ex- 
ponents of sporting rifle shooting in this 
country, and under trapshooting, one by 
Charles Askins, the old master of the 
shotgun. The other letters are from well- 
known American sportsmen of sound logic 
that were purposely picked out because 
they were less enthusiastic in their state- 
ments than many of those which we had 
received, 


E had no desire in writing these 

editorials to frighten the cranks out 
of their placid and old-fashioned routine 
of shooting. We had no more desire to 
make them give up their present form of 
sport from which they have derived a 
great deal of pleasure for years than we 
would think of trying to make a man 
change his religion. We are not bigots. 
There are many roads to heaven, and 
many roads to true sportsmanship, but 
while these oldtimers sit back in confident 
self-satisfaction, the world still goes 
round. Nothing can stand still to-day; 
we must either progress or we are slip- 
ping, and the shooting game is slipping, 
because it has not had the same broad- 
mindedness applied to it that has been 
applied to other forms of sport and 
amusement. Again we say, let the old- 
timer go on as he has done in the past, 
but if he seeks to attract to his club 
other younger and more modern genera- 
tions, he must at least walk half way to 
meet them with a welcoming hand. 


PORTSMEN of this country, as a 
whole, aside from those that we may 
call the cranks, have disdainfully ignored 
both trapshooting and target shooting. It 


is true that they have never organized 
for the kind of shooting that they would 
like, but it is not too late for them to do 
so if the old organizations which seek to 
draw them into their folds do not give 
them what they want. The day is rapidly 
passing when the few can dictate to 
the many successfully. People, American 
people and American sportsmen, are think- 
ing more for themselves every day. Un- 
less we give them the kind of trapshooting 
and target shooting that they want, and 
that they feel will be of some practical 
benefit to them in the field, then we can- 
not expect to make trapshooters or target 
shooters of them. By all means let the 
old target smasher smash his pigeons in 
the 16-yard line with monotonous regu- 
larity if he wishes to do so, but let him 
also be tolerant with the man he wishes 
to make a target shooter of, and give 
him a harder and more sporting game to 
pursue if he asks for it. 


Old-timers, if you want new members, 
open your eyes, be tolerant, be generous, 
give a little to gain a lot, remember that 
American young men don’t blindly do 
what their fathers did. You need not hurt 
your own game by being progressive with 
a progressive generation. There is room 
enough for us all. 

Paut A. Curtis, Jr. 





My pDEAR CAPTAIN CuRTIS: 

May I take this opportunity of con- 
gratulating you on your article dealing 
with encouragement of rifle practice in 
the last issue of FreLp AND STREAM? You 
are exactly right. Despite all our labors 
the only grownups we can hold are the 
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From one of the world’s 
greatest sportsmen 





A. H. Fox Gun Company, 
Philadelphia, Pa. 


Gentlemen: 


The double-barreled shotgun has come, and 
I really think it is the most beautiful gun I have 
ever seen. I am exceedingly proud of it. lam 
almost ashamed to take it to Africa and expose 
it to the rough usage it will receive. But now 
that I have it I could not possibly make up my 
mind to leave it behind. I am greatly obliged 
to you, and I am extremely proud that I am to 
have such a beautiful bit of American work- 
mansbip with me. 


Sincerely yours, 
Theodore Roosevelt. 


ed 


“The biggest bag today, 
and here’s the reason—my Fox” 



















HEN the day’s shooting is over, when each incident 

is recounted by the cheerful blaze of the open fire, 

while a savory aroma from the steaming pot tempts 
sharpened appetites with its promise of a feast surpassing the 
city’s best— 


Then your gun naturally becomes the center of interest and 
discussion. Through its help you succeeded in getting the 
biggest bag of the day; it is the dependable companion of 
yesterday’s, today’s, tomorrow’s sport. 


If your gun is a Fox, its place in your esteem is secure, your 
faith in it not to be shaken. It is a trustworthy friend. And, 
of course, you feel a certain pride in possessing ‘‘The Finest Gun 
in the World”—pride that is justified by Fox performance, 
Fox appearance, Fox quality and the sincere admiration of 
your comrades. 


Let us send you a copy of that useful little brochure on 
“How to Choose a Gun.” It will help you to avoid disappoint- 
ment in your choice. 


A. H. FOX GUN COMPANY 
4658 NORTH EIGHTEENTH STREET 
PHILADELPHIA 
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No. 54 


Lyman 
Windgauge 
Receiver Sight 


For Savage 1920 
-250/3000 Caliber 


NCREASES the ordinary dis- 
tance between sights seven in- 
ches, materially assisting the 

accuracy of youraim. Very close and 
quick adjustments for windage and 
elevation. Furnished with the fam- 
ous built-in Lyman Turn-Down Peep 
which cannot belost. The aperture 
of this Peep is .078" diameter. A 
flip of the finger turns it down, leav- 
ing a .154" aperture for quick shoot- 
ing. Price, $8.00. With Disc, if 
desired, $8.50. Tap and drill 75c. 
Full directions for mounting and use 
with each sight. 

For use with the No.54,we recommend 
Lyman Front Sights No. 26, 24 or 32 
with Ivory or Gold Bead, or you can 
use the factory front sight if preferred. 


TUS7IMI-AAN 
SIGHTS 


make poor shots good 
and good shots better. 
There is one for every 
purpose and every 
gun. At your dealer’s, 
or send us your make, 
model and caliber. 
Write for 


FREE BOOK 


Illustrates and describes this No. 54 
sight with adjustments for windage 
and elevation worked out for 100 
yard range. 


LYMAN GUN SIGHT Corp. 


70 West Street Middlefield, Conn. 
Sight Specialists for Over Forty Years 


me KERR Gun'stine 


WEBBING OR LEATHER FOR ALL RIFLES 
AN AID TO ACCURACY 
Ask your dealer or write us 


MANUFACTURING & SALES CORP. 
40 CEDAR ST. NEW YORK 


BOB SMITH 


Will Take Your 


GUN, RIFLE or REVOLVER 


ge. Send st d-Hand List 


BOB SMITH, nage Goods 
73 Federal Street Boston, Mass. 






































Field and Stream—October, 1920 


} 


cranks, numbering, perhaps, 3,000. We do 
not seem to make any headway among 
grownup men. To my mind there are sev- 
eral reasons for this. Not enough prac- 
tical shooting and not enough smash. 
Getting down on the ground does not ap- 
peal because it requires old clothes. Diffi- 
culty of attending to the safety precau- 
tions on the range. The only boosters are 
the cranks, and they cannot be made to 
see anything except the old types of bull’s- 
eye shooting. Sometime I would like to 
have the leisure to run a real civilian rifle 
club for a couple of years. I think that 
I could give quite a demonstration: clean 
firing points, good arms and ammunition, 
running bear and deer, rabbits in the 
grass, all kinds of unique competitions | 
and bull’s-eye shooting only for beginners 
and sighting rifles. 

I feel sure we can save the sport of 
rifle shooting if we go about it in the 
right way, but I hardly think we will gain 
much support from the old-time shots, 
because they are too dyed in the wool to 
change. They may even oppose it. I 
think you are in a splendid position with 
FieLp AND STREAM to push the sport of 
rifle shooting. I would be glad to see a 
big campaign for it started in the maga- 
zine and would help in every way. I 
think we should work in two directions. 

First: Put practical rifle shooting on a 
competitive basis so that various clubs 
and individuals can compete and compare 
records the country over. This means 
prescribing certain standard courses on 
competitions—some for small bore and 
some for big bore. Running rabbits and 
disappearing squirrels and long-range 
crow for small bore; running deer, dis- 
appearing bear and long-range sheep for 
the big bore. Targets should be stand- 
ardized and sizes in proportion to distance 
prescribed. The mechanism for carrying 
the targets should be placed on the mar- 
ket and made inexpensive. 

Second: Encourage inventive genius as 
to ways of shooting. Lots of fine compe- 
titions can be gotten up which don’t fol- 
low any rule. For example, with the 
small bore, put up a square of billiard 
chalk in front of a piece of black paper 
about forty yards off. A squad of fellows 
each fire one shot in turn. As each man 
shoots he puts a cent in the pot. The 
first man to cut it takes the pot. It’s hard 
to hit, but can be done about half the 
time by an excellent shot with the best 
ammunition. Lots of fun. Then there is 
the old-time turkey shoot. Such things 
keep a club alive. I also think you can 
get some good ideas out at the Tenafly 
range. Get targets that smash. 

There must always be a periodical re- 
turn to bull’s-eye shooting to keep rifle 
and ammunition tuned up and to make 
the rifleman appreciate the importance of 
accuracy and obtain a knowledge of tra- | 
jectory and wind. 

This coming winter we ought to work | 
the whole thing up. 

TowNSEND WHELEN, 
Major, U. S. A 





Carr. Paut A. Curtis, Jr, 
Care FreLp AND STREAM: 

Your articles on the trouble with our 
rifle and trap shooting situations in recent 
issues have struck a responsive chord in 
my chest. I am with you. Particularly 
on the rifle shooting end I am vitally in- 
terested, as I have been nosing out senti- 
ment in our club along similar lines; also 
talking affiliating with the N. R. A., and 
last night our president, Mr. Latham, re- 
signed, and the boys put me in with the 





idea of having me reorganize so as to get 





members and supply them with a shooting 


WINNER OF THE GRAND AMERICAN 
HANDICAP, 1919-1920 





SMITH GUNS 


“The Gun that Speaks 
for Itse 


has much to say these Autumn days. It will 
answer your desire for real pleasure in the 
real out of doors. It has made its message 
understood during a third of a century,—each 
year in a more distinct tone,—each year 
with the increasing emphasis of perfection. 

The Smith has balance, poise, a well 
rounded perfection of mechanism and pat- 
tern and range that affords outstanding 
Smith Distinction. 

Your dealer has a Smith Gun that will 
speak impressively in your hands. With 
Hunter One Trigger it’s the complete gun. 





THE HUNTER ARMS CO. 
INCORPORATED 
30-50 Hubbard St. Fulton, N. Y. 
McDONALD & LINFORTH 
Pacific Coast Representatives 
739 Call Bidg., San Francisco, Calif. 


THE SPORTINC GOODS AGENCIES 
Representatives for Eastern Canada 


33 St. Nicholas St., Montreal 








Saves 
Elbow 
Grease 























The big advantage of Pyramid Solvent 
is that it thoroughly cleans the firearm 
without wearing out the human arm. 


Pyramid Solvent 


removes residue of high power smoke- 
less and black powders and loosens metal 
fouling without the hard work you are 
accustomed to. Contains 
no harmful chemical and 
no moisture. 

After Pyramid Selvent, always 
use 3-in-One Oil to prevent rust 
and to lubricate. 

Pyramid Solvent is for sale by 
most firearm dealers, 3 ounces in 
a convenient flat can that fits 
pocket or shooting kit, 30c per 
can. If your dealer can’t supply 
you, send 35cand we will send 
you a can postpaid. 


Three-in-One Oil Co. 
165CAR Broadway, New York 
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program which would hold their atten- | 


tion and interest. 


My experience dates back to the good | 
old Walnut Hill days, even before the | 


days of Dupont No. 1 Rifle Smokeless, 
and I shot pistol and revolver at 50 and 
rifles from .22 L. R. to .40-90 and .45 
Gov’t Rem.-Lee (Mass. Naval Brigade) 
at 200, 500 and 600. I feel just the way 
you do about it. Now, our club is like all 
the others, a few regulars (who will 
probably have to be kept satisfied by stick- 
ing to our present 25-yd. rest shooting, 
as the old group of 200-yd. rest shooters 
had to be catered to at Walnut Hill), and 
the new men who get discouraged and 
quit because they can’t compete and get 
no snappy, interesting program. I have 
appointed committees to revise the by- 
laws and adopt new matches, The poor, 
old Akron Rifle Club is surely in for a 
thorough reorganization. 
Matcotm Dean Miter, M.D. 





Ames, OKLa., Aug. 22, 1920. 
My DEAR CAPTAIN: 

I read your editorial, and so far as 
the sentiment is concerned, not excepting 
a word you wrote, I might have written it 
all myself. I am right on your platform, 
standing right with you, have been for 
ten years. It may mean a fight and you 
bet I am with you. I do not remember 
an editorial which pleased me more. 

I say your editorial may provoke a fight 
because I have written in like vein often 
enough to antagonize a lot of seasoned 
and case-hardened trap-shots who could 
see no horse sense in my attempts to criti- 
cize a game which I made little pretense 
of following myself. It was their game 
and not mine, hence why should they not 
be permitted to follow it in their own way. 

Conditions are giving the old-much- 
shoot and easy-to-hit style of trap shoot- 
ing a hard knock right now. With car- 
tridges at six dollars a hundred, and 
birds up, the amateur, the man who pays 
for his own ammunition, birds, and his 
own expenses, who has no ambition to 
eventually graduate into the professional 
ranks, must begin to ask himself whether 
or not he is getting value for his money. 
If he gets anything it must be fun and 
experience, for he is not learning wing 
shooting, and is not going to learn wing 
shooting—can’t in the nature of the game 
learn wing shooting. How in the world 
he has been kept plugging away for so 
many years at the present style of trap 
shooting has always been a great psy- 
chological mystery to me. It must be due 
to a sheeplike tendency men have to fol- 
low a leader, follow blindly, with child- 
ish faith in the wisdom of things as they 
are. 

What I may have said or might have 
said about trap shooting could have little 
effect, other than to establish me as a 
grouch and a grumbler, but when a great 
magazine like FreLD AND STREAM sees fit 
to align itself against established usages, 
a magazine that is known to have the 
best interest of shooting men at heart and 
no other interest—well, I can see the 
handwriting on the wall without a tele- 
scope or a pair of King’s shooting glasses. 

Crank up again, drive straight, and keep 
her hitting high, with all twelve cylinders 
working. Cuas. ASKINs. 





Dear CAPTAIN: 

I want to congratulate you upon your 
excellent editorial on the trapshooting 
Problem. The existing situation has never 
been better illustrated and the thorough- 
Ress with which you have covered the 
whole affair shows the thought that you 
have devoted to it. 








Kas 
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LIE LGA PEELS 
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- 250-3000 
SAVAGE 
Bolt Action 


IT WAS UP TO 
YOUR RIFLE THEN-— 


we it’s all over and you're back for another long 
’ ¥ stretch of work, what have you to look back on? 
Did your trip come up to your expectations? 

Do you look back on that one big chance—the only 
one your whole time out, when, after fighting through 
rocky gullies and scraggly bush, you sighted him—a big 
black Bull Moose, Monarch of the forest and lakes— 
and he sighted you? 


It was up to your rifle then—one shot to do it—and 
you got him! 


R. F. McClellan got his Moose with a .250-3000 
Savage Rifle. Killed him with one shot at 1,100 steps— 
something over 1000 yards, while the big bull was ram- 
ming through the underbrush to safety. The vicious 
little 87-grain bullet struck just in front of the hip joint 
on the left side—ripped through the whole length of the 
great body and was later found just back of the right 
shoulder between the hide and the flesh. 


That’s Mr. McClellan’s testimony of Savage reliability. 
And mountain sheep, goats, and Alaska bear have fallen 
before his deadly accurate Savage Rifle. 


The -250-3000 Savage Rifle is made in both lever action 
and bolt action models. See them at your dealer’s or 
write to Department Z for complete descriptive catalogue. 


SAVAGE ARMS CORPORATION 


SHARON, PA. UTICA, N. Y. cHICOPEE FALLS, MASS 
Executive and Export Offices: 50 Church Street, New York 


Owners and Operators of 
J. Stevens Arms Company, Chicopee Falls, Mass. 
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BANG! 


AND WHAT’S THE RESULT? 


When the gun is pointed 
right the result is always 


a satisfactory one with 


those who use 


PATENTED 
STEEL-LOCKED 


SHELLS 


Here is Shotgun Ammunition 
in which the presence of Quality 
is sO conspicuously evident that 
confidence (so essential to effective 
shooting) is inspired at a single 
glance. 

The Hot-Flash Primer, the 
Equal Préssure system of Load- 
ing, the High Grade Wadding 
(tong hair felt), the peculiar 


Crimp and the Patented features 
of Construction are the factors 
of efficiency which produce the 
smash that makes the clean kills 
for which these shells are famous 








“Perfect from Primer to Crimp” 


Send for “* Four Aces and a King” 
Mention this Magazine 
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I am entirely in accord with your ideas 
and have long felt as you do, but at the 
same time I fear that the oldtimers will 
entirely misinterpet your intention and 
think that you wish to change their game. 

Trapshooting, as you say, is a game, 
and as such will only interest a limited 
number. Without disturbing these game- 
sters we can also standardize a new sys- 
tem of a more practical nature which will 
attract a host of those sportsmen who now 
disdainfully refuse to shoot clay targets. 
There is plenty of room for both systems. 

Jack FANNING. 





A NEW LYMAN SIGHT 

















The Lyman Gun Sight Co. have just 
brought out a new peep sight which is 
especially designed and adapted to the 
Savage Model 1920 bolt-action rifle for 


the .250-3000 cartridge. It is mounted on 
the tail-block by means of two screws, 
which hold the base firmly and insure 
the necessary rigidity required for ac- 
curate shooting. 

The distance between sights is in- 
creased by 7 inches over that had with 
the factory sights, giving a_ sighting 
plane of 26% inches, which every rifle- 
man appreciates, is a distinct advantage 
Also it brings the sight close to the eye, 
so that a small aperture can be used if 
preferred. 

The sight can easily be removed at the 
discretion of the shooter for cleaning or 
other reasons, the wind-gauge screw is 
made with 50 threads to the inch, so that 
very accurate adjustment is possible, one 
turn changing the point of impact ap- 
proximately 2% inches at 100 yards. 

The sight is extremely strong and will 
be appreciated by those that take their 
weapon into rough country. Add to this 
its pleasing appearance and we would 
consider the No. 54, as it is to be called, 
hard to beat, particularly at the price, 
which is $8.00.—THeE Epitor. 





THE .25 REM 


I have a .25 Remington rifle, slide ac- 
tion. Is this rifle heavy enough fcr deer 
and bear? What group will it make at 
50 yards? At 100 yards? Will meta.- 
cased bullets stop bear? Could lead bul- 
lets be used? Are soft-nosed, pointed 
bullets made? Would you advise having 
other sights ? ? 

There is a straight-bar, U-notched rear 
sight and a copper-bead front sight. Are 
these good sights in brush? 

L. H. STeInFurTH. 


Ans.—Your .25 Rimless Remington is a 
good cartridge for game up to the size 
of deer and black bear. This cartridge 
is capable of making groups of 2% inches 
at 100 yards and 6 inches at 200 yards. 
Up to 500 yards’ range it is one of the 
most accurate cartridges which we have 
had. 








You should never use full metal patch 
bullets for game shooting, nor would you 
find lead bullets satisfactory except in 
reduced loads for short-range target 
shooting, as the twist of the rifling is too 
fast and the velocity is too high for them 
You can easily secure soft-point car- 
tridges for your weapon, but they are not 
pointed. 

Your front and rear sights are all right, 
but I would add to their efficiency by 
adding a Lyman peep-sight for accurate 
shooting in the -brush. 

ae. 





THE 16 GAUGE 


Editor Fretp AND STREAM: 

have a 16-gauge Winchester pump 
gun. Will you kindly tell me which in 
your estimation is the best load for pheas- 
ant and rabbit, and why you consider it 
the best: 


2% drams Dupont, 7% ounce 7% shot 


4 
2% drams Dupont, 1 ounce 7% shot 
2% drams Dupont, % ounce 7% shot 
23% drams Dupont, 1 ounce 7% shot 
I shall be greatly obliged for your reply. 
R. T. SANBORN. 
Ans—For pheasants and rabbits I 


| would recommend you using 234 drams 


of Dupont and 7% of an ounce of shot 
in your Winchester 16-gauge gun in pref- 
erence to the three other loads which 
you include in your list. My reason for 
this is that the 234 drams and % of an 
ounce of shot is much faster and more 
powerful than the 234 drams and one 
ounce of shot. 

Of course, if you are considering a 
load for duck shooting or any extremely 
long shots, the last load mentioned would 
be the best, as due to the greater amount 
of shot the pattern would be thicker 
at the extreme range of your gun, but 
pheasants and rabbits are seldom shot at 
the extreme range of your weapon. Con- 
sequently, the light load of shot would be 
an advantage. 

I am assuming, in making this sugges- 
tion to you, that your gun is full choke 
or nearly full choke. If by any chance 
it is cylinder-bored or % choke I would 
by all means use 2% drams of powder 
and an ounce of shot, as the very light 
load of powder would not tend to dis- 
burse the shot charge as rapidly as the 
heavier charge of powder would. 


P. A. &. 





A NEW BARREL 


Editor of Fietp AND STREAM: 

I am about to purchase a very fine 
Mauser rifle, but it shoots the 7.9 M/M, 
which I fear would be ‘hard to dbtain. 
So I should be very thankful to know 
if this rifle’s action could handle any of 
the following shells if the chamber and 
barrel were rebored to shoot the 9 M/M, 
7.65 M/M, .30-30 and other popular ones 
I would also buy a new barrel if neces- 
sary. W. H. Lonc. 


Ans.—The German Mauser which you 
propose to purchase is undoubtedly 
marked 7.9 M/M. However, these car- 
tridges are not hard to secure, and they 
are commonly known as the 8 M/M car- 
tridge. This load is manufactured by 
both the Remington and Winchester com- 
panies, and can be secured from any 
large dealer. 

By equipping the weapon with a new 
barrel it could be made to shoot either 
the 9 M/M, 7.65 or the 30-06 Government 
cartridge, but I would not advise you to 
change it, as the one it is made “for is 
excellent for American shooting. 
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When the Brown Leaves Rustle 


UTUMN winds are on their way, swirling through the forest—brushing the bristling stubble-fields— 
challenging the strong-winged game-bird to a dash in the open. 
Already the shrill note of the yellow-leg comes floating up from the marsh—the plaintive cry of 
the moor-hen is bidding goodnight to the sinking sun. 
Shore-bird shooting is in full swing. 
their southward flight. Lowlands and uplands are offering to the sportsman their brilliant pageant of colors— 
the lure that quickens his heart. 


Mallard and teal, black duck and goose, are beginning to consider 


Look over your gun cabinet and kit—this is the golden season of preparation! 


Choice of the World’s Finest Shot Guns 





q, 
‘> 


Soe 







It isn’t enough to say of the Abercrombie 
& Fitch assortment of guns that it is the | 


Each gun sold adapted to the sport for 
which it is to be used—inspected and fitted 
to you by Mr. Jack Fanning, member of 
the World’s Champion Team of 1901 and 
one of the best-known shots in America. 





most complete selection in existence. 


In addition to the best American shot- 
guns, here are all those highly prized by | 
the sportsmen of England and the Con- 
tinent. 


Write to this house, “attention of Mr. 
Fanning,” for advice on any shooting prob- 
lem you have. 











Purdy, Lang, Greener, Westley-Richards, 
Scott, Pirlet, Pidault, Daly and Sauer—a 
selection which cannot be duplicated. 








Specially recommended loads, decoys, gun 
cases, game calls, shooting jackets—literally 
everything that the hunter uses. 











Preparing Now for Trips to the Woods 


The experienced hunter is taking time by the forelock—making all preparations. 
the American rifles and imported Jefferys, Mausers and the Jeffery Double-Express. 


This house presents all 


Re-stocking Springfields with sporting stocks a specialty of its fully equipped repair shop, in which are 
employed expert Belgian gunmakers. 

Clothes for lowland and upland shooting and big game hunting—complete outfits for men and women, 
for the Big Woods, Canada or the Rockies. 





Write for Catalogue and for “Red Letter Days,” the new Game Law Calendar 
Mailed Free on Request 


€dbercrombie & Fitch Co: 


EZRA H. FITCH, President 
Madison Avenue and Forty-fifth Street, New York 
“THE GREATEST SPORTING GOODS STORE IN THE WORLD” 
























































1. A regulation Springfield Musket, 


> 


Same rifle with the original stock cut down on the forehand, 


Model 1903, shooting the .30-06 cartridge. 


3. A restocked Sporting Springfield of the highest order. 


Loads for the .30 Caliber Springfield Cartridge 


HERE has never been a more use- 

ful, efficient, and all-around cartridge 
evolved than that known as the .30 
caliber Model of 1906, used in the 
Springfield rifle, and also in Winchester 
and Remington rifles. Sportsmen are 
fast coming to a knowledge of its capa- 
bilities, and are adopting it in preference 
to any and all other cartridges for all 
uses. The caliber is small enough to 
make a reduced load economical for 
practice or efficient on small game. At 
the same time it is large enough, and the 
shell will hold enough powder, to throw 
a heavy, bone-smashing bullet at such 
high velocity as to make it extremely ef- 
fective on our largest game. Properly 
loaded, rifles for this cartridge are more 
accurate than any other machine-made 
arms. The Springfield is the standard 
for accuracy the world over. The recoil 
is not unpleasant, and does not necessi- 
tate a heavy, unwieldy weapon. The 
rifle and its ammunition have been so 
thoroughly standardized by the Govern- 
ment, and the gauging and inspection 
have been so well looked after, that 
a uniformity results which makes for 
better accuracy and reliability than with 
other arms and cartridges. 


O realize the full capabilities of this 
excellent cartridge, sportsmen who 
investigate the subject soon realize that 
they have to come to loading or reload- 
ing their own ammunition, a very simple, 


easy, interesting, and economical pro- 
ceeding. The ammunition manufac- 
turers regularly supply but two types 


of ammunition for sporting purposes. 
One type is patterned after the regular 
military cartridge, that is, it contains a 
150-grain expanding bullet, with suf- 


ficient powder to give a velocity of 2,700 
feet per second. The other type contains 
a blunt-nose bullet of 190 to 
at a velocity of 


220 grains, 


about 2,000 feet per 


By 


Major Townsend Whelen 


second, and is in g€neral modeled after 
the old 1903 cartridge, or the older Krag 
cartridge. While both these types are 
fairly efficient for our large game, they 
by no means make the rifle an all-round 
weapon, or a world-beater, as it can be 
made if suitable ammunition is provided. 
This brings us to the loads for this 
cartridge 
The process of loading is very simple. 
You take the old fired shells and extract 
the old primers, and reprime them. Or 
you buy new primed shells. You obtain 
the proper powder and bullets. You re- 
size the necks of shells that have been 
expanded by firing, insert the proper 
powder charge, and finally seat the bul- 
let, and the job is done. Simple tools 
for performing this work are available 
at small cost, and the operations are so 
simple that anyone having an ordinary 
education, and being naturally careful 
and methodical, can turn out excellent 
ammunition with absolutely no attending 
difficulty or danger. 
The majority of sportsmen who load 
their own ammunition for rifles using 
the .30 caliber Model 1906 cartridge do 
because they wish to obtain ammuni- 
tion more powerful than the regular fac- 
tory ammunition, because they wish to 
obtain a satisfactory load for small game 
or cheap target practice, or because they 
wish to economize. The most effective 
large-game load for this rifle is one 
using a 180-grain expanding bullet fired 
at 2,700 to 2,800 feet per second muzzle 
velocity. Experience has proved that 
such ammunition is considerably more 
effective on large game like moose and 
bear than the 150-grain bullet at 2,700 
feet per second, the lighter bullet having 
*a tendency to go to pieces and fail to 
penetrate through large bulk of bone and 


muscle. Such ammunition can easily be 
loaded, and makes the rifle much more 
effective. 


lengthened at the butt—pistol grip set in and checkered. 


LIGHT bullet at a velocity of less 
4 than 1,500 feet per second answers 
well for small game. If the bullet be one 
with a sharp point it kills well on prac- 
tically all small game, and at the same 
time it does not spoil the meat for the 
table, or the pelt for the taxidermist. 

The following list of bullets which are 
now available, and which I have tried 
and found good, while not a complete 
list, gives the sportsman an idea as to 
what he can obtain, and choice enough 
for all practical uses 

Winchester Repeating Arms Co.—150- 
grain, pointed expanding bullet; 150-grain, 
full-jacketed, pointed, service bullet ; 20- 
grain, soft point, round-nose bullet. 

Remington Arms-U. M. C. Co.—150- 
grain, pointed, umbrella bullet; 180-grain, 
pointed, umbrella bullet; 190-grain, soft- 
point, round-nose bullet; 150-grain, full- 
jacketed, pointed, service bullet. 

Peters Cartridge Co.—150-grain, pointed, 
soft-point bullet; 150-grain, full-jacketed, 
pointed service bullet. 

Western Cartridge Co.—220-grain, soft- 
point, round-nose bullet with gilding metal 
jacket, 

Newton Arms Company—172-grain, pro- 
tected, pointed, expanding bullet with 
gilding metal jacket. 

United States Cartridge Co.—150-grain, 
full-jacketed, pointed service bullet; 180- 
‘ke full-jacketed, pointed target bullet. 

S. Government (Frankford Arsenal) 
—150-grain, full-jacketed, pointed service 
bullet. 

It will be noticed that there is only one 
180-grain, pointed, expanding bullet in the 
above list—that made by the Remington 
Arms-U. M. C. Co. This bullet is reg- 
ularly made for the Krag cartridge, but 
it works equally well in the Springfield 
cartridge. I have used it for years at 
2,700 feet per second with perfect success 
on all American game. A friend has just 
returned from a year in British East 
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Shooters Who Know 
THE FARMER’S SON 


“My Granpap used Du Pont 
Powders and so do I—You 
can’t beat ’em.”’ 








Field and Stream—October, 1920 


For a Full Bag 


hee so steadies the field shooter as the knowledge that his shell 
loads are absolutely dependable and correct for the work in hand. 


Our experience covering a period of 118 years has taught us that the loads 
listed below are correct and that any shooter will find perfect satisfaction 


in selecting his shells from this list. 


The loads are for 12-gauge guns. 


Keep this list handy—Order from it—your dealer has these loads in stock. 








Large Ducks...... 
Small and Medium 
i ierce ass 
Grouse, Partridge, 
Prairie Chicken... 
Pheasants. . . oa 
MOSS... ww ccccces 
Wild Turkey...... 
Squirrel, Rabbits. . 


ves, Pigeons.... 





ai 

Snipe, Woodcock. . 
Shore Birds... .... 
Sora Rail......... 
Trap Loads....... 








DUPONT ;|BALLISTITE;DUPONT S 
SMOKELESS|SMOKELESS| BLACK | QUNCES| — SIZES 
Drams Grains Drams Shot Shot 
3, 314 or 334 | 24, 26 or 28 3% 134 or 1% 4, 5,6, or 7 
3, 334 or 3% | 24, 26 or 28 3% 124 or 1% 5,6,70r8 
3 or 3% 24 or 26 31% 1% 6,7 or 7% 
3 24 3% 1% 5,6,70r7% 
3% 28 3% 128 4, 3, 2, |, or BB 
3% 28 3% 1% 4,3,2o0r 1 
3 24 34% 1% 6o0r7 
3 or 3% 24 or 26 3% 1% 6,7 or 8 
3 or 3% 24 or 26 3% lor 1% 7%,8o0r9 
2% or 3 22 or 24 3 l or 1% 8, 9 or 19 
23% or 3 22 or 24 3 lor 1% 8, 9 or 10 
23% or 3 22 or 24 3 l or 1% 8, 9 or 10 
3 or 334 24 or 25 134 or 1% 7% or 8 










































Seven out of ten shooters use 


Sales Dept.: 
Rifle and Shotgun Powders Division 


WILMINGTON, DELAWARE 







SMOKELESS SHOTGUN POWDERS 


because they know they are absolutely uniform, fast burning and 
hard hitting—dqualities that have made them the largest selling 
shotgun powders in the world. 


E. I. du Pont de Nemours & Co., Inc. 
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The First Day 
of the Season with 


Infallible 


“Tell it to us, old boy, for 
you know just as well as we, 
that this is the first day of 
the season. Do your part in 
starting the rabbit, and we'll 


















do ours with Infallible.”’ 


HERCULES - 
INFALLIBLE ane F C 


HERCULES POWDER Co. 


1007 Orange Street 
Wilmington Delaware 




















Some members of the OLYMPIC team shooting 
for the United States used the 


OLD RELIABLE PARKER GUN 


Why? Because—It isa Gun of KNOWN WORTH and DURABILITY proved by 
the TEST OF TIME! 
Send for Catalogue and Free Booklet about 20 Bore Guns 


PARKER BROS., «.2'tisi... MERIDEN, CONN., U. S. A. 


New York Salesr +25 Murray St 
A. W. du Bray, Pacific Coast hams, a . O. Box 102, San Francisco 





















Africa and reports that it worked to per- 
fection there also on all kinds of antelope. 
At present it is the most effective bullet 
we have for large game. The 220-grain, 
soft-point bullets are also very effective 
at the shorter ranges and are fine for 
moose in the Eastern woods as they are 
such good bone smashers. The 150-grain 
expanding bullets are perfect for game 
like deer, and there is no necessity for 
going to the 180- -grain and heavier bullets 
for this game, although these heavier bul- 
lets do excellent work on such game. The 
150-grain, full-jacketed, pointed, service 
bullet is the very best bullet for small 
game when fired at not more than 1,500 
feet per second. Obtained by members 
of the National Rifle Association from the 
Government at cost price, it is cheaper 
than any cast bullet. Cast bullets of lead 
and tin alloy are never quite as accurate 
as jacketed bullets; they cannot be pro- 
cured ready made, and their use is not as 
safe, as they slightly lead the bore and 
there is no sure way of removing this 
lead. Moreover, loads containing lead al- 
loy bullets will not shoot with any sem- 
blance of accuracy in a rifle which has 
previously been fired with high velocity 
cartridges and not cleaned. The sticky 
residue of the high-power cartridge makes 
the lead bullet load scatter all over the 
landscape. This of itself is enough to 
condemn the lead bullet reduced loads 
for practical use. Ammonia will always 
remove all traces of copper or cupro- 
nickel fouling resulting from the use of 
metal-jacketed bullets. 

Primers—The proper primers to use 
are the Frankford Arsenal Service 
Primer, the No. 8 primer made by the 
United States Cartridge Company, or the 
No. 9 primer made by the Remington 
Arms-U. M. C. Co. All of these primers 
are non-fulminate (non-mercurial) and 
do not render the fired shells brittle. 

Powders—There has been a great de- 
velopment in the past five years in rifle 
powders, and this development is still 
progressing. First of all, only nitro-cel- 
lulose powders should be used, the old 
nitro-glycerine powders being very erosive 
and wearing on the bore. Nitro-cellulose 
powders are made chiefly and in greatest 
varieties by the DuPont Powder Com- 
pany. For trade use this company makes 
up several thousand pounds of powder at 
a time, this being called a “Trade Lot.” 
Each of these trade lots of a certain 
powder differ slightly, so that each lot 
requires a slightly different charge to 
give a certain velocity and pressure. This 
charge is always given on the canister 
containing the powder, and these direc- 
tions should be followed in each case. 
Do not go by any directions as to powder 
charge except those found on the can- 
ister label. For example, I might tell 
you that 51.5 grains weight of DuPont 
I. M. R. No. 15 powder will give a ve- 
locity of 2,700 feet per second, and a 
pressure of 56,000 pounds with a 180- 
grain bullet. The first lot of No. 15 
powder put out some years ago did give 
this velocity and pressure with this 
charge, but since then there have been 
many lots of No. 15 made, each requiring 
a slightly different charge, and the last 
lot is a great improvement over the first 
lot, being hardly the same powder. 
Therefore always go by the canister 
labels and not by something that you 
have read or been told. 


At the present date (July, 1920) the 
most modern powders, and the ones 
that I would advise, are the DuPont 
I. M. R. No. 17% and DuPont I. M. R. 
No. 15% powders. These are progressive 
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burning, nitro-cellulose powders having 
metallic tin and lead incorporated in the 
grains, which gives them the property of 
practically eliminating metallic fouling in 
the ammunition, They are both so reg- 
ular and accurate that they were found 
among the powders competing for the 
ammunition for the Olympic Games this 
year, the most severe test of ammunition 
ever held. No. 17% is best for light bul- 
lets, like the 150- and 170-grain, giving 
velocities up to 3,000 f.s. with the 150- 
grain bullet, and to 2,800 f.s. with the 
170-grain bullet. No. 15% is the best 
powder to use when it is desired to speed 
a heavy bullet up as high as possible. 
With No. 15% powder we can get 2,800 
feet per second with 180-grain bullets, and 
2,400 feet per second wth 220-grain bul- 
lets, and still stay within safety limits as 
regards pressures. 

The standard pressure for the Spring- 
field rifle is 50,000 pounds per square inch, 
and the Government does not exceed this. 
However, the various arms companies 
have been loading ammunition up to 56,- 
000 pounds pressure for some years, and 
this pressure can be used where the in- 
dividual is careful and particularly where 
he keeps his rifle clean and in perfect con- 
dition. Where high pressures are used 
every charge of powder should be care- 
fully weighed on scales, as a slight over- 
tharge is liable to exert very high and 
langerous pressure. 


SUPPOSE, therefore, the sportsman 

wishes to load his cartridges with 180- 
grain bullet at its maximum velocity. He 
simply procures a can of No. 15% powder, 
the bullets, and the proper primers. He 
already has the shells saved from his last 
practice. He follows the directions on 
the powder canister, being careful to 
veigh every charge, and he is perfectly 
safe. 

Reduced loads—The problem for re- 
luced loads is a little different. The 
powder to use is the DuPont Sporting 
Rifle Powder No. 80. This powder does 
not differ any to speak of in its different 
trade lots, it is a modern bulk powder, 
and has the advantages over the older 
powders of not absorbing moisture, and 
of not deteriorating from dirt in fired 
shells. It should be used in charges of 
from 15 to 20 grains weight, a lighter 

harge being liable to give a miss-fire or 
a hang-fire, particularly when the muzzle 
of the rifle is depressed before firing, thus 
making the powder run up into the for- 
ward part of the shell where it does not 
ignite properly. I have standardized on 
a load of 18 grains of this powder and 
the 150-grain, full-jacketed, pointed, serv- 
ice bullet, and it is a most satisfactory 
load, being the most accurate load up to 
200 yards that I know of. It will kill 
grouse neatly without spoiling the meat 
for the pot, even when shot through the 
body, and it kills all the fur bearers with- 
out injuring their pelts. When using this 
load one has to raise the rear sight 
slightly from the adjustment required for 
high velocity cartridges. The recoil and 
report are very light. 


PORTSMEN will desire to know the 
~ ballistic data for these loads. The 
tactory-loaded cartridges, with 150-grain 
pointed, expanding bullets, having a muz- 
zle velocity of 2,700 feet per second, have 
a muzzle energy of 2,445 foot pounds, and 
the chamber pressure is about 49,000 
pounds per square inch. When sighted 
for 200 yards the height of trajectory at 
100 yards is approximately 2.95 inches. 
Good factory ammunition in a good rifle 
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Hitting the Bullseye Since 1864 





NNSA NE tree: : 


It Took Years To . 
Standardize Stevens Accuracy ~ 


A FIREARM however carefully aimed and 
locked in a vise will not always shoot 
straight. Sight adjustment and barrel 
alignment do not always determine ac- 
curacy. 

The perfect relationship between the 
moving and stationary parts—the trick 
called “balance’—is the vital factor. 
Vital to the firearm and to the shooter 
alike. 


Stevens built-in accuracy has been de- 
veloped and perfected during 56 years of 
successful manufacture. 















No. 10 Target 
Pisto 
.22 caliber, sin- 
gle-shot, 8 inch 
barrel, open 
front and open 
rear sights, 
weight 2% Ibs. 


You can better your scores—increase 
your “possibles” with a Stevens. 


The Stevens Standard of Accuracy is charac- 
teristically expressed in the Stevens No. 10 
Pistol. Ask your dealer to show it to you. 


J. STEVENS ARMS COMPANY 
CHICOPEE FALLS, MASS. 


EXPORT OFFICE: 50 Church Street, New York 
Owned and Operated by 


Savage Arms Corporation 
New York 


Rifles - Shotguns - Pistols 
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All Calibers, $92.50 
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With Telescope, $150.00 


The World’s Finest Guns 
FKANCOTTE 


CHURCHILL WOODWARD 


H 


PURDY BOSS 
OLLAND & HOLLAND 


LANG 
GREENER 


and all of the domestic 


GUNS, RIFLES, PISTOLS and REVOLVERS 


VON LENGERKE & DETMOLD, Inc. 


414 Madison Avenue, New York 
(Note New Address.) 






WINS 


1920 Championship 
of Kentucky 


Hillis wil tell you 


tell you why. 
$45.00 up. 
$75.00 up. 


Ithaca, N. Y. 
Box || 





















This is F. B. Hillis 
who won over Ken- 
tucky’s best. Mr. 








PAT. 
FOR. 
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WILBUR SHOTGUN PEEP SIGHT 


Deadly addition to the modern shotgun. Makes good 
shots of poor ones. Fast enough for snap shooting, 
ducks, or at traps. Automatically shows how to lead 
correctly—NO MORE GUESS WORK. Made of blued 
steel, clamps rigidly on breech of gun barrels. 12, 16 

20, 28 gauges. Double guns only. Postpaid, $2. 50. 
including booklet ‘“‘Wing Shooting Made Easy.’’ Book- 
let alone sent on receipt of ten cents. Teaches the art 
of wing shooting. 


WILBUR GUN SIGHT 
116 West 39th Street Room 140 New York 











he 


can kill more birds or 
break more targets with | 
an Ithaca. Cut out that unnec 
: essa’ rt 
Our free Catalogue will | noise. Don’t scare —~{ all the 


Double guns for game 


Single barrel trap guns 


ITHACA GUN CO.| 













| other game. Use a 


MAXIM 
SILENCER 


Price, .22 cal., $7.00. Send 6c in 
stamps for catalog and booklet 

of astonishing experi- eA 
ences of Silencer users. . 


































“PREMIEK MALLAKMY, 


DECOYS MUST BE “LIVER than the LIVE ONES” 


Ducks have keen sight. 
decoy 
clothing dummy to fool you into shaking hands with it. 


scar 
be 
“liv 
All 
ing 


. MASON’S DECOY FACTORY, 593 Milford St., Detroit, Mich. 


They are quick to detect a clumsy 
Take your own case. It would be a mighty life-like 

A 
In equipping for your next trip 
DECOYS, the kind that look 
Perfect in shape and coloration. 
Send today for interest- 


e-crow would mever do 
sure you get MASON’S 
er than the ‘live ones.’ ”’ 
species At all good dealers. 
booklet. 

















Repeating Rifle $12.50 


military 
game or 
solid 


American made; designed for 


but suitable for big 
Full 


box magazine; 


purposes, 


target shooting. length stock, 


frame, bolt action, 
5 cartridges; 
28-inch barrel, 
7.62 Russian 
cartridges 
metal-cased 


Baker, Murray & Imbrie, Inc. 


97 Chambers St., 


accurately 
(about .30 cal.) 
Rifle, $12.50; 


cartridges, box of 20, 





capacity 
military adjustable rear sight; 
chambered for 
high-power 
soft-point or 
$1.75. 








New York, N. Y. | 





SALE OF 
U.S. Army and Navy Goods 


For Camp and Summer Outfits 
Ask for big Cataiog 122 Today 
$2.00 





Army Khaki Shirts... 
Navy Underwear ..... 
Army Ponchos 
Army Wool Breeches. . 
Khaki Trousers ..... 
Army Pup Tents .... 
Army Mess Plates ... . 
Army Blankets ...... 5 
Army Raincoats 
and all other articles for 
camp or outdoor use 
SEND l0c FOR ARMY & NAVY 
CATALOG—122-AND BUY AT 
AUCTION BARGAIN PRICES 
ARMY & WAVY STORE CO. 
245 W. 42d St.. New York 
Largest Camp and Military Outfitters 










































should average 7-inch groups at 200 yards, 
and groups of proportionate size at other 
ranges. 

The special hand-loaded big game car- 
tridge with 180-grain Rem-U.M.C. um- 
brella bullet, and sufficient DuPont No. 
1514 powder to give a muzzle velocity of 
2,800 feet per second, has a muzzle energy 
of 3,134 foot pounds, and the chamber 
pressure will be about 56,000 pounds per 
square inch. It should be noted that this 
load has a muzzle energy practically as 
great as that of the .405 Winchester car- 
tridge, while it gains rapidly on this big 


cartridge as the range increases. The 
recoil is not nearly as great as that of 
the 405. When sighted for 200 yards the 


height of trajectory at 100 yards is ap- 
proximately 2.50 inches. Well-loaded 
ammunition in a good rifle should aver- 
age 7-inch groups at 200 yards, and pro- 
portionately at other ranges. 


The special hand-loaded small-game 
cartridge with 150-grain, full-jacketed, 
pointed, service bullet, and 18 grains of 


DuPont No. 80 powder has a velocity of 
approximately 1,380 feet per second and 
a chamber pressure of about 17,000 pounds 
per square inch. The muzzle energy is 


| 634 foot pounds, being a little less than 


the .32-40 black powder cartridge, but not 
having the destructive effect of that car- 
tridge owing to the sharp point ef the 
bullet. It is very important to know the 
exact trajectory of a small game load up 
to 100 yards because. the target is often 
so small, and bullets frequently have to 
be placed within a _ half-inch. I have 
taken the trajectory of this load many 
times. In my Springfield rifles, in which 
the line of sight is 1 inch above the axis 
of the bore, the practical trajectory is as 
follows when the rifle is sighted to strike 
on an average .80-inch above the point 
of aim at 100 yards: 


Muzzle ...- —1.00 inch 
RES .30 inch 
25 yards ak eal ry .15 inch 
fo + .80 inch 
are +1.00 inch 
OS errs + .80 inch 
SAME scccccs —1.00 inch 


The cartridge is one of the most accu- 
rate and pleasant to shoot that I know of. 
At 100 yards it gives groups right along 
averaging 2.25 inches. If the rifleman 
joins the National Rifle Association he 
can obtain shells, primers, and bullets 
from the Government at such a low cost 
that the load is very economical for prac- 
tice, much cheaper than when using lead 
alloy bullets. The Government does not 
sell No. 80 powder. 

For comparison as to accuracy, the .30 
caliber Model 1906 ammunition tested for 
the National Matches of 1919, loaded 
with 150-grain bullet, velocity 2,700 feet 
per second, averaged groups measuring 

5.37 inches at 200 yards. This was special 
ammunition loaded with selected bullets 
and selected powder, and fired from se- 
lected Springfield rifles in machine rests. 
It is safe to say that no machine-made 


| rifle and ammunition has ever averaged 


as high accuracy as this, firing many hun- 
dreds of rounds from a number of rifles. 





THE MARGIN OF ERROR 
By H. H. Lake 


The straight-stocked gun is in general 
use at the traps, and we are told that a 
drop of 2 inches or less is the best medi- 












| cine for the tar hawks, for the reason 
that the gun will then be too straight for 
the man of average build to get his face 
down on the comb far enough to take a 
flat aim along the rib. Thus he is forced 
to take a “high sight” from the rear end 
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of the barrel, and this means, with either 


= shotgun or rifle, that the shot charge or 

bullet will be thrown higher than with a 
*. flat level sight along the rib. Our gun- 
ies makers estimate that it takes from 25% to 


2% inches to bring the eye down flat on 
of the rib, so we have a maximum difference 
of % of an inch in the “sight” taken at 


ry 
vd the rear end, } 

or Obviously some sort of a rear guide 
aa or sight would give a man a constant 
as elevation, if that is what he wants, and 
med the gun could be sighted to shoot to cen- 
ig ter, or a little high, if found preferable, 
es dependent upon the personal weaknesses 
ae of the shooter. Some press the cheek 
7 down hard on the comb for a low target 
p- when they want the charge to go straight 


adi to center, and touch the comb lightly or 


raise the face a little if the target is 


r- : , 

oil very high, so that the charge will be 
sent higher. 

ae But the general opinion is that anything 


a like a rear sight would be a nuisance on 
4 a shotgun, and that any trifling error in 


of Pea : 

of aiming would be amply taken care of by 

nd the width of pattern or shot circle at 

ds such a short distance as 35 or 40 yards, 

si and nothing would be gained by careful <7 y y ¢ \ 

an aiming and close holding. If this is true, ; - \ 

ot then the fit of the gun is unimportant , 3 y, REMINGTON 
and we should do about as well with a 

ir- . : - nae 

he 2-inch drop as with a 2%, or anything in UMC 

he between, and the multitude of shooters 

up who are still tinkering with their stock 

en measurements are guessing in vain and 

to liable to never get it just right. e 

oi The writer is among those who are in- t 

ve - - = 

ny clined to believe that the 100 per cent gun emin on-~ 

ch should shoot to center, and that the ‘ ‘ 

cis shooter should take advantage of any pos- b 

as sible means in the way of sights, front or measures up to its jo 

ke rear, which will enable him to control the E a rm , tha 

int delivery of the shot circle where he wants BEING particular in selecting your rifle 1s just as 
ed the sake of general information, important es shooting accurately, The big game 
et’s dip into the matter a bit and ascer- S “igtiea a - - 
tain by the simplest kind of calculation rifle you use must measure up to its job in something 
just how much variation in the aim taken cae ever ortsman knows. , 
at the rear end of a shotgun affect the more than siz = y §P 
delivery of the charge of shot, and how P ° ‘ e a 
much we may be off in our aim without Developing improvements in firearms and ammunition~— 
— the target entirely. ne : some of the most important in this field~-has given 

‘ ony <# —— ee ee _— Remington a position in the minds of critical sportsmen 

“u- ie looks entirely over the rear end of ‘ 

of. barrel or rib and sees only the front half ; which has been honestly earned. 

ng of the barrel and that this front portion bs 

an of the barrel formed the diameter of a Remington 

he 30-inch circle. Any movement that low- : . 

ets ered the rear end of the diameter as much for Shooting Right 

ost as one inch would certaily elevate the 

_ a a | ° . . + . . 

ac- front end to the same extent, or one inch. You can find a Remington big game rifle in slide 


-ad One inch on the arc of a 30-inch circle action or autoloa ing model to suit your taste. 














not } eg —_ 12 hg game — 0 peme Both are chambered for .25, .30, .32 and .35 
hat our shooter is a quick shot and gets : . ont 
30 them at 33 yards from the gun, which is Re Gen high teens smokeless c dges. 
for only 17 yards of flight for the target from Ti : ° a onal 
led the trap house. Extending our base line : ane cme 2 iteet anes - les 
eet out to 33 yards would give us a huge cir- 3 the hunter to operate = & acter than ony 
ing cle, the perimeter of which would equal bs other hand-operated action and helps him to catch 
cial 628 feet, and 12 degrees on this curve < his aim quickly after each shot. The action of the 
ets would equal nearly 21 feet! , ud Model 8 autoloading model is positive and rapid— 
se- Of course, if he poked about a bit S ll of th : No. 14 
se ith his ai : ae one shot for each pull of the trigger. No. 
sts. with his aim and let the target get out ae . holds fi 
ade to 40 yards, that would give us a circle holds six shots; No. 8 holds five. 
zed of about 754 feet perimeter, and 12 de- Oe . 
un- grees on that mighty arc would send the : Ask your nearest Remington dealer to show you 
les. little 30-inch shot column hurtling by 25 these models. A Red Ball Sign on the store in- 
feet from our base line, said base line ne dicates “Sportsmen's Headquarters.” There are 
representing an absolutely flat and correct over 88,000 Remington dealers in this country. 
aim, and the actual deviation would be 
greater than the theoretical deviation on s Send For Genera] 
eral account of the impossibility of putting the y . A . etalli 1 
it a face to the comb in exactly the same place, s The Remington s Union M e Cartridge Co., Ine. 
edi- or putting the butt to shoulder at ex- - Largest Manufacturers of Fi ond A meats ~ 
son actly the same spot for each shot. As s ‘Woolworth Building TA Ge 
for Ad. Topperwein points out, no one ever < 
face kicks about the fit of a rifle, because he 
e depends upon the sights and not upon 
rced the stock measurements. There is no 


end 
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SPECIAL OFFER 
amous Ithaca Field 


3972 
Double Barrel Shotgun 


A fortunate purchase of a limited stock of these fine W G 


guns enables us to offer them at this special price. These 
are all brand new Ithaca guns—straight irom the factory. Z 
Used and endorsed by the world’s greatest Sportsmen. The shooting quali- 

A feature of this fine gun is the quick-action, smooth working lock; also quick, ties of every Itha- 
ca are fully guar- 





La ee 
aH 












snappy trigger pull. The barrels are blued steel, choke bored. Positive ejector. 

Strong, steel box frame, mottled finish. Crossbite extension rib. Top lever, auto- anteed. Bolt fas- 
matic safety. Full reinforced breech. Stock and forend made of black walnut, hand tenings never shoot 
checkered. Stock is let into frame to prevent splitting and spreading; has full loose; coil springs 


will not break. 
. » 

Order Direct from This Ad sow nares Oe 
Write us today before thig special cut-price offer is withdrawn. Send name, be replaced free of 

address and Money Order for only $39.75. We guarantee to refund your money if charge if reported 

this gun is not exactly as represented or if you can match it anywhere at this low within one year. 

price Furnished in 1{2-gauge, 30 or 32 inch barrels; 20-gauge, 26 or 28 inch 

barrels; 16-gauge, 28 or 30 inch barrels; 10-gauge, 32 inch barrels. State gauge and 

length of barrel wanted. 

DAVID STERN COMPANY, G110—1027 West Madison Street, Chicago, Ill. 


Value—Service—Satisfaction Since 1 885 


KING “MODERN” SIGHTS\| Honting Clothes 
| and Camp Outfits 


Hunting and camping out- 
fits complete. Hunting coats, 


pistol grip. 
























shooting vests, caps, pon- 
} chos, rubber boots, sweaters, 
camp outhts, etc., at re- 


SPARK POINT “GOLD” BEAD markable prices. 
for ALL ARMS. , 
and Blade, also the Matted Guard in 
bead 
ing it a steel center-brazed in 


Price $1.50. Made 
Note the braced construction of Base 
front of the | 
Blade also extends up into the gold bead, giv- 
Strongest construction 





Heavy khaki color 
duck, corduroy col- 
hundreds of useful arti- lar, thoroughly 
clea. waterproof. 


Send siz cents for our big 
catalog No. 25, offering 





ever put into a gold bead sight. 


MIS acest 
! | 






/\\RMY & NAVY EQUIPMENT CO 


Tum 37 West 12Sth Street, New York City 




















e Nyoil 
* In the Handy Can 


For lubricating and 
polishing around the 
house. in the tool shed 
or afield with gun or rod. 


Sportsmen have used it for 
years. Dealers sell NYOIL 
at 15¢ and 25c. Send us 
the name of a live one who 
doesn’t sell NYOIL with 
other necessaries for sports- 
men and we will send you 
a dandy, handy new can 
(screw top and screw tip) 
containing 3% ounces post- 
paid for 35 cents. 


WM. F. NYE 
New Bedford, Mass 


Made for | 
Reversible disc 

Also double elevator pre- 
Also made with | 
sem!-Buckhorn top. 


EIGHT COMBINATION REAR. Price $1.75. 
Rifles and Carbines. Has Adjustable 
having four sighting notches. 
venting blur and making sight rigid 


EIGHT COMBI- 
NATION Folding 
Leaf Sights. With | 
adjustable white 
diamond toward | 
| 





the eye this sight 
can be turned up 
and used when so 
dark a peep sight | 
is useless. Made 
for all Rifles and 
Carbines. Leaf 
sight $1.50 Flat 
or Semi-Buckhorn 





top. 
other models of King 
“Modern Sights for Modern Arms,’’ free. | 


Catalogue “F” of over 100 
Sights and 


D. W. KING, 737 Call Bldg., San Francisco, Cal. 

















Army Auction Bargains 







? Serr $4.25 up | C.W revolvers... . $2.65 up 

® | . 6.50 up| Army Haversacks,.. ~15 up 

| ... 2.50up | Knapsacks........ -75 up 

I will pay cash for your gun, rifle, or pistol, or ex- Mess Pans... .2S5 up| Army Gun slings... .30up 


Spring. Rem. cal. 30 single shot rifle for model 1906 
cartridges, $7.77 Ball cart. $3.60 per 100. 16 
acres Army Goods. Large illustrated cyclopedia 
reference catalog—400 pages—issue 1920, mailed 50 


cents. New Circular 10 cents. 
FRANCIS BANN' 


SAVE YOUR MONEY 
RELOADING 


BOND TOOLS ARE THE BEST EVER 


BOND MACHINE CO. 
817 WEST Sth STREET 
WILMINGTON, DEL. 


change with you for any other firearm you may §/ 
want. Write me what you have, what you want, and 
I will make you an offer by return mail. 


5. J. FRANCIS Adams Sq. Saston, 9, Mass. 
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doubt that the use of some sort of a 
rear sight would obviate the necessity 
for a lot of stock fitting, in connection 
with trapshooting, anyway. It would give 
a man a constant elevation and enable 
him to call his misses. 

Now suppose our shooter isn’t any such 
dub as to require any such margin as a 
whole inch of error to aim in, but gets 
his eye down every time within 4% of an 
inch of where he aimed for his last shot. 
We still find that a variation of aim of 
% of an inch will account for a di- 
vergence in the delivery of the shot charge 
at 33 yards of over 31 inches, while at 40 
yards you will miss by over 37 inches, 
which is more than the entire width of 
the pattern of your full choked gun. 

Now, as you, with your 30-inch killing 
circle, have a margin of only 15 inches 
error either way, to let the target slip out 
of your pattern, it will be seen that close 
and accurate holding is important; also 
that the further out you let them get the 
more accurate your pointing will have to 
be, and besides the element of lead enters 
as a factor. So, when a good shot breaks 
them all we realize that he was not out 
of the way as much as one-eighth of an 
inch in his aim for one hundred consecu- 
tive shots, which is a testimonial as to 
the possession of an exceptionally accu- 
rate eye and brain, and a finely co-ordi- 
nated nervous system. Most of us per- 
form just as well on most of the shots, 
but are bound to skip or break occasion- 
ally when it comes to standing the strain 
of doing the same thing faultlessly a 
hundred times in succession. 
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VEN if we assume that the shooter 

uses the entire length of his 30-inch 
barrel in sighting, there is still enough 
margin of error to miss very easily 
through the least bit of sloppy pointing. 
If we assume that the 30-inch barrel is 
pivoted exactly in its middle, it will teeter 
in a circle with a 30-inch diameter, which 
will have a circumference or perimeter 
of about 9414 inches. When the muzzle 
of your gun moves 1 inch along the arc 
of this circle it travels 3.819 degrees and 
when we stretch the distance out to 33 
yards this is translated into a sweep of 
over 614 feet! At 40 yards the error is 
8 feet! 

On this larger size circle a one-eighth 
inch error in holding, or lead guessing, 
would be magnified to an error of 10 
inches at 33 yards, or 12 inches at 40 
yards. However, these figures are based 
on the entire length of barrel, and it is 
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likely that the true margin of error would 
be somewhat between these and the fig- 
ures first given. For the sake of easy 
reference I have given both in tabulated 
form. If the reader wishes to experiment 
he may substitute any size circle he thinks 
his gun muzzle moves in. 
30-inch Circle 
At 33 1/3 yards: 
1 inch deviation at muzzle equals 20% 
feet. 
¥ inch deviation equals 31 inches. 
At 40 yards: 
1 inch deviation at muzzle equals 25 
feet. 
lg inch deviation equals 37!4 inches. 
94-inch Circle (30-inch diam.) 
At 33 1/3 yards: 
1 inch deviation at muzzle equals 6! 
feet. 
¥% inch deviation equals 10 inches. 
At 40 yards: 
1 inch deviation at muzzle equals 8 
feet. 
% inch deviation equals 12 inches. 


GHOULD the reader care to bolster up 
these theories with facts, let him in- 
dulge in a little sub-calibre practice with 
his trapgun, by securing several pieces of 
rawhide or pigskin belt lacing, and, pass- 
ing the same through the spaces in the 
ventilated rib, lash a .22 cal. rifle under, or 
to one side of the trapgun barrel, adjust- 
ing the rear end with shims until the .22 
bullet strikes in the centre of the shotgun 
pattern. By aiming along the rib of the 
shotgun and firing the rifle at a cross on 
a clean sheet of paper, the results of 
canting your rib up and down, the effects 
of rolling the barrel, cross-firing, changes 
in elevation, shooting flat along rib, and 
shooting with part of rib visible, etc., will 
be made plain to you in a very effective 
object lesson; and you will also learn 
where your particular gun throws its 
charge with respect to the line of aim. 
Some trapguns are made to deliver the 
centre of the charge from six to ten 
inches above the flat line of sight along 
the rib at 35 or 40 yards. 

The writer understands that the Na- 
tional Proving Station at Tenafly, N. J., 
has recently developed a shotgun tracer 
shell, using a fibre projectile driven at 
the same velocity as a shot charge, and 
the path of which may be observed by a 
smoke trail during daylight or a luminous 
streak at night, and the properly recorded 
use of these shells should assist mate- 
tially in determining whether your own 
pet gas-pipe sprinkles the lead where it 
is expected to, or elsewhere. 


E may with good reason infer from 

these measurements that all fitting 
of guns, and the myriad operations, some 
of them bordering on the fantastic, which 
are performed upon the stocks of trap- 
guns, are simply manifestations of the 
fact that the owner realizes some impedi- 
ment or hindrance to easy and natural 
holding, and is experimenting in an effort 
to overcome it, but too often he is work- 
ing in the dark, building up his comb 
when he is not positive that he under- 
shoots, altering the pitch when the trouble 
is too long a stock, etc., and the extent 
of these variations emphasizes the im- 
portance of going slowly and making only 
slight changes in measurements, giving 
the gun a thorough test before proceed- 
ing. One- eighth inch at a time is ample 


for a change in drop of heel, height of | 
comb, length of stock or pitch. Bear in | 


mind that the alteration in the stock 
measurements will not cause the gun to 
shoot differently immediately, unless very 
radical changes are made 
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~Cleaning Implements 
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i ~ Keep Your Gun Right 
Y The clean gun is a sure gun—one 
j that will last for years. Marble’s 
Vy 


wae Cleaning Implements are need- 
~ ed by every gun owner—the best 
Insurance against destruction by rust and 
corrosion he can buy. Most dealers have 
Marble’s Equipment—f you can’t get what 
order direct. Send for the Marble’s ptt Sg 
Marble’s Line also includes Safety Pocket and Camp Axes, Clean- 
ing Rods, Hunting Knives, Gun Sights, Waterproof Match Box, Com- 
passes, Fish Gaff, Auxiliary Cartridges, Shell Extractors and Recoil Pads. 


Rifle Cleaner Goi 


Thoroly cleans without injuring the finest rifle and removes all lead, rust or powder 
residue. Made of sections of softest brass gauze washers, on a spirally bent spring 
tempered steel wire—may be attached to any standardrod. 55¢. Statecaliber wanted. 
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When saturated with oil they prevent rusting or pitting—perfect 
protection for any gun. One oiling lasts for years. For shotguns or 
rifles, 55c; for revolvers, 25c. State gauge or caliber wanted. 


Jointed Rifle Rod 


The best general purpose rod, for it can be packed i in a small space 
and when screwed together it’s as solid as a one-piece 
rod—can’t wobble, bend or break. Three brass  sec- 
tions, with two steel joints, steel swivel at its end. 
May be had in brass or steel, 26, 30 and 34 inches 
long, $1.10. Give calibre and length desired. 


Nitro Solvent Ojil 


This wonderful oil will keep sportsmen’s equipment 
free from rust—it quickly dissolves the residue of all 
powders. A perfect lubricant. 2-0z. bottle, 25e; 
6-0z. can, 55c. By mail, 10c extra. Sample free. 


Shot Gun Cleaner 


Same construction as rifle cleaner. Guaranteed not to 
injure bore. Exceedingly durable. Will keep your gun 
clean and prolong its life. 85e. State gauge wanted. 























MARBLE ARMS & MFG. CO., 52s Delta Ave. Gladstone, Mich. 
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A = yy AND THE SHELL IS IN YOUR HAND— 


Insure yourself against spoiled shots with a Ves-Tong 
Automatic Shell Vest or Bag. The Ves-Tong Vest and 
Bag absolutely protects your shells. Give your straight 
holding a chance to bring down the game by seeing that 
every shell that goes into the gun is in perfect condition. 
Ves-Tong Vests and Bags are solving the shell-carrying 
problem for the “wise ones.” Made for 12, 16 and 20 


gauge. 
No. 840 Vest, Olive-Tan Color, priced at $6.00; sizes 
34 to 46. No. 840 Auto Field Bag, Olive-Tan Color, 


$6.00; Adjustable; Carries 40 Shells. 
Catalog for the Asking 


VES-TONG MANUFACTURING COMPANY .*.. +WENONA, ILLINOIS 
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AN ANGLER’S MARVELOUS AGE 
LL outdoor sports have a tendency 
much to increase health and longev- 

ity, and it would almost seem as if fishing 

in this respect was far better than any 
other outdoor sport whatsoever. It may 
be that anglers pursue their sport and en- 
joy their outings generally in regions that 
are peculiarly healthful, and this may be 
one of the reasons for the vigor and long 
life attained by so many of that craft. 

Mountain fishermen know that the 

farmers who live beside trout streams 

seem to be blessed with a greater degree 
of health than to be found in most men. 

Throughout mountain valleys you meet 

with men who are old and yet have their 

strength and all their faculties. 

Some years ago, for example, in a 
Catskill Mountain village died a_back- 
woodsman and fisherman who lived to at- 
tain the great age of one hundred and 
one. Examine any mortality table and 
you will realize what a great age this is. 
Of 300,000 lives at age 10, in the Ameri- 
can Experience Table of Mortality, only 
one lives to attain the age of 99, none lives 
to attain 100. It is not uncommon to find 
in any mountain valley, through which 
flows a trout stream, men who are far 
past the eighty or even the ninety mile- 
stone who are still in robust health. 

Je can gather together a long list of 

noted anglers who have attained great 

ages, and Izaak Walton himself, the 

“Father of Fishermen,” as he is some- 

times called, did not die until his ninety- 

second year. Dr. Nowell, whom Walton 
mentions as a lover of angling, lived to 
be ninety-five, with “neither his eye-sight, 
his hearing nor his memory impaired.” 

Now in this connection it is interesting 

to note that according to the mortality 

table just mentioned there are but three 

chances in one hundred thousand for a 

child of ten to attain this age. 

Among the list of fishermen who have 
attained great longevity, there is one who 
is said, and. said on good authority, to 
have lived to the amazing age of one 
hundred and ninety-six. Although there 
are many writers and experts on longevity 
who have believed that the account of 


oe 


this marvel in the arts of long living is 
apocryphal, yet other authorities have ac- 
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cepted as authentic the life record of 
Henry Jenkins and the marvelous age that 
has been accredited to him. Doctor 
Bethune, in his “American Edition” of 
the Complete Angler, mentions Jenkins, 
and Bethune quotes from Stephen Oliver, 
Jr., another angling writer, concerning 
this amazing wrestler .with the white 
horse. 

If we may believe Oliver’s account of 
Jenkins, his age, when far beyond the 
century mark, was singularly confirmed. 
The story is told that Jenkins was a wit- 
ness in a court of justice where his tes- 
timony was doubted because of his stu- 
pendous age, which at that time, said to 
be confirmed by parish records, was one 
hundred and twenty. Under oath Jen- 
kins testified that he was in good health 
and boasted that he could “dub a fly as 
well as any man in Yorkshire.” “Dub- 
bing” a fly, it can be explained, is a 
method for using a natural fly as bait and 
practiced over some of the streams in 
England. 

In mentioning the amazing age said 
to have been attained by Henry Jenkins, 
Oliver writes as follows: “It cannot have 
been from mere accident or from their 
having originally stronger constitutions 
than ordinary mortals that so many 
anglers have lived to an age far exceed- 
ing the term of human existence.” And 
he goes on to give his reasons why angling 
promotes health, mentioning pleasant and 
not violent exercise, the pure air beside 
running waters, and the peace and quiet- 
ness of the sport. 





GANGS OF HOOKS 


Editor FreLtp AND STREAM: 

Your artful cast, captioned “Gangs of 
Hooks” gets a rise out of me. With no 
hesitation I grab the treble hook, and you 
may land me safely with no damage done 
to either my inner consciousness or to my 
outward application of sportsmanship. 
And I think I can qualify so far as the 
practical end of the question is concerned, 
for I have used the plug for bass ever 
since the plug has been on the market. 
Furthermore, for the past fifteen years 
most of my bass fishing has been done 
in Greenwood Lake, half of its nine miles 








of length being in New Jersey where 
only three single hooks to a plug are al- 
lowed by statute, and the other half in 
New York, where the gang hook is not 
restricted. 

The action of the game authorities of 
Maine and Pennsylvania quoted by you 
in FreELD AND STREAM would seem to in- 
dicate no dread of the treble hook. So 
far as the New Jersey law is concerned, 
I am in an excellent position to compare 
it with the freedom from restriction en- 
joyed in New York State, and from the 
point of view of conservation I can 
frankly say that no more fish are injured 
by the treble-hook plugs of New York 
than by the emasculated plugs of New 
Jersey. As a matter of fact, no plug is 
a menace to fish life, whether equipped 
with three single hooks or three treble 
hooks. Four fish out of five taken on a 
plug will be hooked in the lip with either 
a single or a treble hook, and where the 
latter is used it frequently happens that 
the catch is held by but one barb of the 
three. The instances are indeed rare 
when the fish is hooked foul with the 
other gangs. I seldom cross the State 
line into New Jersey water, and when I 
do I find it but a moment’s work to sub- 
stitute single hooks for treble hooks, The 
result is pretty much the same, except that 
I miss more rises, consequently get fewer 
fish; and in spite of the sentimentalists a 
man goes fishing to catch fish. Conse- 
quently, if I can catch more fish with a 
plug that has treble hooks, and the treble 
hooks are no greater menace than single 
hooks, that’s the plug I want. 

For that matter I contend that the 
single hook is a great destroyer of under- 
sized fish, quite aside from the plug. In 
the first place one seldom catches an 
undersized bass on a plug, so there isn’t 
often occasion to return him to the water. 
I wish the bait fishermen could show as 
clean a bill of health from a sporting 
point of view. The bait fisherman uses 
a single hook and he doesn’t strike his 
fish until the bait has been gorged. What 
is the result? The single hook is em- 
bedded in a vital part and cannot be re- 
moved without killing the fish. And the 
sad part of it is that so many undersized 
bass, especially small-mouth bass, are 
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Where would you hold? 


HEY are coming down the wind—Broad-bills, all of them. Now 
they turn and swing up over the decoys without slackening their 
speed. Men, it’s a test of skill to kill one cleanly. 
It’s real sport, but how long do you think such shooting will last if the 
birds are not cared for, and the marshlands where they rest and feed 
are not protected from the many drainage projects that are ranidly 
changing our lakes and swamps into farm lands? 
The American Game Protective Association is bending every effort 
to save all available ducking territory for both birds and sportsmen. 
The sport must be conserved as well as the game. This work can 
best be accomplished through the co-ordinated efforts of those most 
vitally interested. Are you one of them? 
If you want your son and your son’s son to participate in the same 
hunting privileges you enjoyed when a boy, send in the coupon below 
as your mark of approval on the work being done by the American 
Game Protective Association. 
It’s YOUR fight. The magazines listed below are helping your Asso- 
ciation to fight it. Check the one you want and mail the coupon today, 














AMERICAN GAME PROTECTIVE ASSOCIATION, 
WOOLWORTH BUILDING, NEW YORK CITY 


Gentlemen: 
I enclose a check for $ to cover dues 
the magazine checked bel 


. aciedmdigihin asc of $1 and subscription to 
low for one year beginning (at once) (at the ex 
my present membership). 


piration of 
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THE SPORTSMAN’S CREED 
(Abbreviated) 


I believe that a sportsman should 
. Never in sport endanger human life. 
. Never kill wantonly or neediessly or brue 
tally. 
Obey the laws of State and Nation, work for 
better laws, and uphold the law-enforcing 
authorities. 
. Respect the rights of farmers and property 
owners, and also their feelings. 
Always leave seed birds and game in covers. 
. Never be a fish-hog. 
. Discourage the killing of game for commer- 
cial purposes by refusing to purchase trophies. 
. Study and record the natural history of game 
species in the interest of science. 
. Love Nature and its denizens 
gentleman. 


and be a 





Publication Price 
Draw Regular one year’s 
circle around Subscription if 
publication Price 
wanted 
Field and Stream — — — $250 — — — — _= $3 
Michigan Sportsman _ — 2.00 — —-_ —_—_ — 2.! 
Outdoor Life — — _-_ — 2.50 _- —_-_ — -- 3.0 
Outers’—Recreation —_-_ — 250 — — — -- 3 
Sportsmen’s Review (Weekly) — 300  —- eo 3.5 
Western Sportsmen _-_ — 20 —- —_ — — 2. 
If you are already a subscriber to the maga- Signed ....... 
zine you indicate and wish to renew for one . 
year from the expiration of your subscrip- 
3 tion, please mention that fact. Address 
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Kenwood Outdoor Comfort 
Stockings 


are knit of pure, soft, fleecy wool, and wet or dry, under all conditions of 
temperature or weather, feel comfortable and keep the feet in good condition. 
In hard going, Kenwood Outdoor Comfort Stockings absorb perspiration and 
Made in large, medium and small sizes. 
Found at the better Department and Sporting Goods Stores. 


serve as a soft cushion for the feet. 


Other desirable Kenwood products are 


KeNwoop OutTpoor ComMFort SLEEPING Bacs 
Kenwoop Outpoor Comrort C4mMPpING BLANKETS 
KENWoop OutTpoor Comrort Rucs 

AND SitTinc-Ovut Bacs 
KENwoop Ovutpoor ComMFortT 
Motor Roses 











a booklet "% 
mailed free on request. 


~KENWOOD |! MILLS 


Department F- 


ALBANY, N. ‘y. 


“Outdoor Comfort,” 
cole rs, 
























Town & Country 
Leather Coats 


No weight, plenty 
A of “give,” weath- 
er-resisting and 
warmth retain- 
ing. Just the 
coat for the 
sportsman and 
outdoor worker. 
Town & Country 
Coats are leather 
lined, have leather 
sleeves and a box 
plait in back. The 
patented Knit-Nek 
never sags and the 
knitted wristlets entail extra warmth and 
| leave your hands clear for action. 


| The Universal Garment for Out 0” doors 


At all leading stores. 
Write for Style Booklet A-21 


GUITERMAN BROS. 


| 
} SAINT PAUL, U.S.A. 
\ Originators and manufacturers of wind-proof and 
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Let Us Tan Your Hide 

And let us do your head mounting, 
rug, robe, coat and glove making. You 
never lose anything and generally gain 
by dealing direct with headquarters. 

We tan deer skins with hair on for 
rugs, or trophies, or dress them into buck- 
skin glove leather. Bear, dog, calf, cow, 
horse or any other kind of hide or skin 
tanned with the hair or fur on, and fin- 
ished soft, light, odorless, and made up 
into rugs, gloves, caps, men’s and women’s 
garments when so ordered. 

Get our illustrated catalog which gives 
prices of tanning, taxidermy and head 
mounting. Also prices of fur goods and 
big mounted game heads we sell. 


THE CROSBY FRISIAN FUR COMPANY 


Rochester, N. Y. 
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cold-resisting clothing. 











SOUTHLAND 


DUCK BOATS 
FISHING BOATS 
ROW BOATS 
IN STOCK 


SOUTHLAND STEAMSHIP CO. 
SAVANNAH, GA. 
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taken by bait fishermen. From my own 
observation I would venture the opinion 
that for one undersized bass killed by a 
plug a dozen are killed by bait fishermen 
using one hook. 

Another defense for the treble hook: 
This year I have gone in rather exten- 
sively for bass bugs, which, as you know, 
are amplified dry flies, of course carrying 
but a single hook. In taking this cork- 
bodied floater the bass, especially the big- 
mouth bass, take it by the suction of an 
indrawn breath, and so deep is this in- 
halation that very often the barb of the 
single hook is fastened down in the gul- 
let of the bass instead of superficially in 
the lip as is the case with the plug. 

I trust you will pardon this somewhat 
lengthy letter, but you have opened up 
an important question, and one that in- 
terests me keenly. And at your invita- 
tion I want to go on record. 


Sam _ S. STINSON. 





KEEPING ee GOOD CON- 


EFERRING to methods for keeping 

a catch of trout in good condition, 
P. D. Acers, of Columbus, Ohio, writes 
as follows: 

“In the August issue of Firerp AND 
StREAM, Frank De Witt writes about 
keeping trout in warm weather, and re- 
quests others to tell how they do it. 

“The preservation of a mess of speckled 
beauties certainly is risky for any length 
of time, especially in hot weather or 
where they are transported from a cool 
altitude to a lower and warmer one. My 
own experience has been confined to Mon- 
tana and the Northwest in the State of 
Washington. 

“On leaving camp I fill my creel full 
of fresh, green ferns sprinkled with 
water. Ferns have in their composition 
cooling properties and keep trout cool and 
fresh for a long time. So as not to dis- 
figure the fish I always see that my 
hands are wet before taking them from 
the hook; then into the ferns they go. 
Before I get too many, if they are rising 
fast, I distribute them in my creel so that 
they do not touch, layers of ferns be- 
tween. At the first opportunity the fish 
are cleaned, taking out the gills but leav- 
ing the head attached. The gills seem to 
be subject to quicker decomposition than 
the rest of the fish, A few small ferns 
lengthwise where the entrails were re- 
moved helps also. I never use oiled 
paper, such as Mr. De Witt speaks of, 
but on returning to camp I place the fish 
in a fresh bundle of ferns and roll in a 
moist oilcloth. Plenty of ferns will do the 
trick for a delay of many hours, even in 
the sun. When I am home, I remove the 
oilcloth and roll the fish in a moistened 
flour sack, or in a piece of wet cloth; 
this tempers the freezing air from the 
ice just enough to keep the fish from get- 
ting stiff. 

Mr. De Witt’s record for keeping trout 
a whole week is the longest of which I 
have heard, so no doubt his method is 
better than mine. I have kept trout for 
days with ice, but this letter refers to pre- 
serving the fish unfrozen, so that they 
retain their original flavor.” 


* * * * * 


Editor of Fretp AND STREAM: 
Just received the August number of 
ag AND STREAM and notice an article 
n “Keeping Trout in Good Condition.” 
7 have been an ardent trout fisherman 
for years and will give you, as best I can, 
my method for preserving trout. As soon 
after the trout are caught as is possible, I 
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clean them and put them in my creel with 
moist leaves from fir trees. Upon my re- 
turn to camp, I have in readiness a large- 
mouth jar, such as is used for Horlick’s 
Malted Milk. This jar for as long a time 
as is possible before being used, is placed 
in an ice-house, next to the ice, by cutting 
away the edges between two cakes, or hol- 
lowing out one cake and covering it with 
sawdust, which keeps it cold. The fish 
are placed directly into the jar as soon as 
possible, it is re-capped air-tight, and 
placed back next to the ice, and covered 
with sawdust. The jars should not be 
opened any more than is necessary after 
the placing of fish in it. 

Myself, as well as several other mem- 
bers of the Little Manistee Fishing Club, 
use this method entirely and find it very 

satisfactory. We are able to keep fish in 
this manner for almost a week. When 
taken out they are merely rinsed in ice- 
cold water and dried with a cloth and 
placed directly into the frying pan. This 
is a great deal easier than keeping them 
in oiled paper with muslin cloths, and a 
good-sized jar will hold a trout up to 
fifteen inches. 

Harotp H. SMEDLEY. 





AMERICAN SILK WORM GUT 


HEN the silk worm is ready to spin 

its cocoon, if the worm be killed, 
the silk sac removed and the fluid silk 
be stretched into a thread, we obtain the 
commercial article known as “silk worm 
gut.” This is the almost transparent 
thread of great strength which is used 
by fishermen for leaders. Gut is also 
used by surgeons for sewing up certain 
wounds, 

Most of the commercial silk worm gut 
is produced in France, Spain and Italy, 
but a littke comes from Syria. The Jap- 
anese also make silk worm gut, and some 
of the Japanese gut is of extraordinary 
length and strength. 

The commercial method of manufactur- 
ing gut is to dip the head of a pinlike 
tool into the fluid silk and quickly draw 
the silk into a thread, securing the strand 
on the ends of a board which has slits at 
inch intervals. When the silk comes in 
contact with the air it immediately hard- 
ens, and strands stretched on the board 


change in a few minutes into wire-like 
threads. 
Women and children are principally 


employed in the manufacture of gut, and 
large quantities are sent to England, 
which has long been the largest whole- 
sale market. ‘The gut is assorted into 
different lengths and bundled in hanks of 
one hundred strands, the roundest bring- 
ing the highest price. 

In America gut has not yet been pro- 
duced on a commercial scale, although we 
have a very large American silk worm, 
the Attacus cecropia: and although com- 
mercial strands of gut as long as twenty- 
four inches are unusual, yet gut from the 
cecropia has been drawn nine feet long 
and stout enough to hold a salmon. As 
will be later explained, it would seem as 
if here were an opportunity for a new 
American industry. 

It is true that efforts which have been 
made many times to establish the culture 
ef the ordinary silk worm have never met 
with success, but the drawing of gut from 
a silk worm is a far more simple process 
than producing cocoons suitable for silk 
thread. From what will be later said it 
would also seem that any fisherman who 
would take the trouble could obtain the 
cecropia worm and could make for him- 
self his own leaders and of just the size 
and length he preferred. 
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For Expert Taxidermy— Send 
Your Trophies Here 

















& fot oul about. ther bal! 


The sportsman who has traveled hundreds, per- 
haps thousands, of miles and spent much money in 
railroad fares, licenses, guide hire, etc., to secure a 
cherished trophy, will do well to select with thought 
the taxidermist in whose hands the hard-earned 
trophy is placed for mounting. 

Be assured that work sent here will be cared for 
with all the thought and experience known to the art 
of taxidermy, that it 
will be turned out 
promptly and with a 
lifelikeness and dur- 
ability that custom- 
ers tell us is rarely 
duplicated. 

Whether the sub- 
ject isa lordly record 
moose head, or a tiny 
bird or fish, our pride 





We do Taxidermy for: 


W. T. Barber, Pres. De- 
troit Stove Works, De- 
troit. 

G. D. Pope, Pres. Mich- 
igan Sportsman’s Ass'n 

etroit. 

Detroit Museum of Art. 

Dept. of — a Boule- 


is to turn out work vards, Detr 

that will be a last- | Board of Eioemtin. De- 
ing memorial to the troit. 

prowess of the sports- | Alvin McCauley, Pres., 
man and to the skill Packard Motor Car Co., 
of our workmen. Detroit. 


Francis C. McMath, 
Canadian Brid: Co., 
wt Windsor, Ont. 

. H. Shelton, Shelton 
by tt. Arms Co., Ei 
Paso, Texas. 

Dr. A. W. Blain, Detroit. 

Judge Arthur J. Tuttle, 
U. S. District Court, 


Decide to have at 
least one trophy 
mounted each year. 
With every passing 
season your collection 
of trophies will ac- 
quire greater value, 
both practical and 
sentimental. There 


are no decorations for me ay tee Turtle 
den or dining-room e, Mich. ” ° 


shat are so virile and 
manly i in character as 
the “trophies of the 
chase.” Start this 
season. Send it to us, 

Send for catalog 
today. 


Pointe Mouille Club, 
ty Mich. 

James lis, Pres. 
pare = Mower Co., 
Detroit, Mich. 























“Yes, sir; that’s the gospel truth.” 
“Six years ago a fellow came into my sporting goods store asking 


for a split ring ‘and a treble hook. 


“I thought nothing about it, but pretty soon in come some more 
fellows for more split rings and treble hooks. 


“Season after season they kept coming 
more and more of ’em each year, until 
my curiosity was aroused and I’d ask 
*em what in thunder they were doin’ with 
’em. No answer, but a knowin’ look and 
a wise wink. 


“Well, sir, I knew they had somethin’ 
awful good or they wouldn’t be keepin’ 
so mum, so I got to nosin’ around and 
finally discovered that one of my old cus- 
tomers had been making these ‘mystery 
spoons’ and selling them to his friends, 
until finally ’most everybody in Detroit 
was usin’ them. 


“Last summer I verified a report that 


36 pike had been caught on this spoon at 
Echo Lake, Mich., in one morning! 

“So I am selling the whole bait now— 
and I call it the OSPREY DARDEVLE 
casting and trolling spoon. If your deal- 
er hasn’t gotten them yet, I’ll send it any- 
where in the U. S. or Canada, postpaid, 
for 75c. Made in 26 different finishes, all 
proven successful, the one shown above 
is one of the killers. Made of solid 
brass, weight 1 oz., length 3% inches, 
width 1 in. 

“It wiggles and wobbles, and whirls. 

“Casts further than other baits, and 
with less effort. Rides high or low, con- 
trolled with your rod and reel.” 


Send Today for Your Osprey Silk Casting Line 


“OSPREY” 


lines are waterproofed so they won't rot, are braided so they shoot 


through the guides like greased lightning, and are guaranteed to stand anything 


excepting rough or cracked guides. 


“Osprey” 


lines have stood the test for ten years. 


Present Prices are: 


15-lb. test $1.65 
23-Ib. ‘* 2.35 
30-lb. ‘* 3.00—Post Paid 


20-lb. test $2.00 
26-lb. ‘* 2.60 
12-Ib. ‘* special, 50 yds., $1.65 


The 26 and 30-lb. test are suitable for salt water fishing as well as muscallonge and 


other large fish. Satisfaction 


guaranteed. 


Write for samples sheet. 


and dope 


LOU J. EPPINGER 
68 East Congress Street, Dept. C, Detroit, Michigan 
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—“made by hand” 


—this Comfortable Sturdy-Strong 


CUTTER 
“PAC” BOOT 


R the long days in the open—for hard 

going through brush and brambles, 
across slippery bogs and rock-strewn water- 
courses—here’s the comfort covering that 
will keep your feet trail-fit. 































Cutter “Pac” Boots are, first of all, sturdy—strong. 
They’re brutes for punishment. They’re always ready 
for the next day’s grinding wear. 


And they’re marvelously comfortable. They’re flex- 
ible. They’re light—not flimsy, nor dainty— but 
light for the work they’re built to stand! 


Hand-made! That’s the answer. Custom-built by 
workmen who take pride in their craft. And built from 
leather of the finest selection. No cheating. No “mod- 
ern” tricks of “clever” manufacturing. Just honest, rug- 
ged, scientifically hand-built quality boots that you'll 
“brag” about—and thank Cutter for every day 
you wear them! 


Quality footgear—sold only by quality dealers. If 
you can’t find Cutter’s in your town drop us a card and 
we'll send you a book that’s on a par with the boots we 
build—a book showing the full Cutter line, including our 
sporting boot and the army style boot with rubber sole 
and vamp. 


nN 
7 Write for FREE CATALOG 


A. A. CUTTER CO. 


Box 10, Eau Claire, Wis. 
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AMERICAN SILK WORM GUT 


We fishermen all owe much to Dr. 
Theodatus Garlick, who was a physician 
of Cleveland, Ohio, and about 1860 was 
the vice-president of the Cleveland Acad- 
emy of Natural Science. Dr. Garlick was 
among the first to propagate trout and 
other fish by artificial means and in 
hatcheries. He followed the methods 
previously employed by Messrs. Remy and 
Gehin, of France, and in his book, “Fish 
Culture,” published in 1858, he records his 
successful experiments in raising trout 
from eggs which he obtained from the 
parent fish, which were obtained by him 
near Sault Ste. Marie, in the Lake Su- 
perior region. These trout, one hundred 
and fifty, were brought to a pond that 
had been constructed some two miles 
from the city of Cleveland. Dr. Garlick’s 
success in the American artificial propa- 
gation of trout led to the establishment of 
State hatcheries and to the® stocking of 
trout-depleted American streams, 

Dr. Garlick was an ardent fly fisher- 
man and made many valuable and suc- 
cessful experiments in connection with 
the propagation of fish, and, indeed, in 
connection with many things related to 
the sport of angling. And, like many 
other noted anglers, he lived to an ad- 
vanced age, dying in his eighty-second 
year. His experiments in drawing silk 
worm gut for leaders seems to have been 
side-shelved and almost forgotten. And 
for any reader of FreLp AND STREAM who 
desires to continue Dr. Garlick’s valuable 
experiments the following information is 
given, most of this information being due 
to the researches of Dr. Garlick. 

The American worm used by Dr. Gar- 
lick was the Attacus cecropia, a worm 
which secretes the greatest amount of 
fluid silk of any silk worm of the world. 
Dr. Garlick says of the cecropia—“as easy 
to raise to maturity as young ducks and 
chickens.” The worm can be found in 
nearly every portion of the United States. 
Dr. Garlick obtained his cocoons from the 
“button-ball bush” (Cephalanthus occi- 
dentalis). He gathered his cocoons in 
the fall or early winter, male and female, 
the cocoon of the female being much the 
larger. He kept the cocoons in a cool 
place until the following spring, when the 
moths left the cocoons. Kept in large 
paste-board boxes, the moths mated and 
the females laid their eggs. The eggs 
soon hatch, and the larve were fed on the 
tender leaves of the plum tree, although 
Dr. Garlick states that apple or pear will 
answer. When an inch or so long, the 
larve were placed on plum or apple trees 
and left to take their chances against 
birds and other enemies. 

The worms should be watched daily, 
and when the worm begins to spin the 
cocoon is the correct time to draw the 
leader gut. 

The following is taken from a letter 
from Dr. Garlick to Henry P. Wells, the 
letter quoted from Mr. Wells’ valuable 
work, “Fly Rods and Fly Tackle,” a book 
published by the Harpers and which 
should be in the library of every fish- 
erman. 

“The gut is drawn by pinning the worm 
on a board and cutting the body of the 
worm off, far enough back from the head 
to cut a little off the two silk sacks that 
contain the fluid silk, which in con- 
sistency looks like the white of a hen’s 
egg. Into this fluid I dip a largish pin, 
drawing it more or less slowly until the 
silk is exhausted in the sacks; then with 
another pin I fasten the last end of the 
gut to the board. 

_ “The fluid silk hardens immediately as 
it comes in contact with the air, The 














See That Your 
Hunting Lamp Is A 


Justrite Hunter’s Headlight 


ACETYLENE— Carbide and Water 
Next to gun and grub, your woods going at night and comfort in camp will 
hang most heavily upon a camp and trail light that won't blow out, break if 


dropped, spill if tipped over—that ordinary misuse will not put out of service. 





No. 44—Complote-$7 ,00(Cap not included) 
No. 234 Canvas Cap with Metal Fibre 
ET canndedgutaiiien dahennh 
No. 236 Corduroy Cap with Metal Fibre 
Shield, Ear Flaps and Lined -..... 1.75 
No. 233 Cap Shield, Metal and Fibre ‘ 
- (Can be attached toany Cap orHat) .25 
No. 49 Special Concentrating Lens.... .50 
Dependability 
Justrité Acetylene Lamps are re- 
liable. They never run down—no 
bulb or battery to burn out miles 
from civilization. The Hunter’s 
Headlight is used. by professional 
trappers throughout the world. Just- 
rite Lamps are sturdy self-contained 
lighting plants. No ordinary misuse 
will put them out of order. 


Description 

Generator weighs 1) Ibs., concaved 
to fit snug to body, carried on belt at 
back or side or in the pocket, leaving 
both hands free for gun, rod or pad- 
dle. Head lamp, weight 5 ounces, 
equipped with glass lens, projects a 
strong white light 200 feet. No. 49 
Special Lens fitting inside of regular 
lens (50 cents extra) concentrates and 

rojects light 250 to 300 feet. Self- 
ighting attachment—no matches 
required. Gas regulated by a valve, 
can be shut off and relit as desired. 

Cleanliness—Cost 
Acetylene is a pure white flame and 
burns without smoke—no grease or 
smell to spoil the camp things or grub. 
Costs about one cent per hour—less 
than smelly and greasy oil or candles. 
Fuel (Carbide and Water) 

Carbide comes in solid lumps like gray 
pebbles—perfectly harmless and can be 
packed in camping outfit, trunk or grip 
—sold& by dealers everywhere. Figure 
an ounce of carbide per hour’s light. 
































Camp Lighting — Justrite Acetylene Lamps and lantern are ideal camp lights. The No. 100 
—nickel plated with folding handles and hook, 3 hour capacity, $1.50; No. 95, same lamp 
larger size, 4 hour capacity, $2.00; No. 305, 5 hour capacity, $4.00, Lantern packed in 
metal case, 5 to 6 hour capacity, $6.00. ” 
See the Justrite Hunter’s Headlight,Camp Lamps and Lantern— 
at your dealers—If he hasn't them in stock, he will get them for you or we 
will send direct, postage paid on receipt of price—with your dealer’s name, 
Miustrated Circular No. 107 request 
Justrite Manufac Company 
2068 Southport Ave., Dept. S$ 
Chicago 




















Cut Your Tire Cost 


Pocket 50% and more by buying 5000 
mile Conqueror Double- Tread Tires, made 
only from the best selected materials, 
in our own factory by thoroughly ex- 
perienced workmen, insure maximum 
mileage at 14 to 14 usual cost and are 
placed on the market with an 


IRON CLAD GUARANTY 


Putin a supply of your sizes nowat these 
amazingly low prices, while they last; 
Tire 
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\ a <— sere eres 10.00... 
————— = > eoceccce 10.50. 
. - sep 
“The Angle Lamp in Camp ; ] 32 1 75. 


You can read and work in comfort under 
an Angle Oil Lamp. Oil tank is at the side 
of the flame, not underneath. Can’t cut off 
the light. Make your camp and summer 
home cozy with real light! Absolutely safe. 
Write for catalog O for styles and prices. 


ANGLE MFG. CO. 
110 West 40th St. New York City 
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DWINELL-WRIGHT CO 


Lee 
>a 


Coffee 


The same splendid qual 

ity that you have always 

bought— quality that 

has made White House 

Coffee famous. Look 

for it in this new up- 

to-date package, always 

bearing a picture of the White 

House. 1, 3 and 5-lb. packages 
only—never in bulk. 


rincipal Coffee Roasters BOSTON—CHICAGO 





ya 
The fellow 
who goes 
fishing — 
and takes a 
Joe Welsh 
Leader—and 


enjoys the sport. 





“ 1 oy? : Grroll 
ue Devil’ sk Dixie 
a“B a“ 
—usually knows what he’s doing. There’s 
one thing—he brings home the fish—and 


\ Punciure proof * 
a le a os ee 











Joe Welsh Leaders, 25c, 50c and 75c. 
6 Breaking Strains—3, 6 and 9 ft. Lengths 


All Geod Dealers Sell Them 


JOE WELSH 


Pasadena, California 


desired. Prompt 


Distributor for 





7. 8. and CANADA - SPAULDING TIRE & RUBBER co 





30 Days’ Trial 


THE ROCHE ELECTRIC HYGIENIC MACHINE 


Look Like This at 50 


except you try it 
extraordinary qualities. If you are suffering from paralysis, 





BE WELL AND KEEP WELL 


1654 OGDEN Ave-Deot RXECHICAGC ILL 


30 Days’ Trial 


HELPS NATURE IN HER FIGHT AGAINST Don't Be a Dead One at 50 


DISEASES AND PAIN 
i ine blood lati strength and 
soothes the nerves. Grings sicep to the sieepiess 
THE VIGOROUS MAN OR WOMAN IS LEADER OF ALL 


You cannot realize the benefits derived from this machine 
One treatment will convince you of its 





locomotor ataxia, vertigo, apoplexy, neuritis, rheumatism, 
lumbago, gout, hardening of the arteries or high blood pres- 
gure, be sure to investigate this machine. For it wards off 


and overcomes such ailments. 


hand manipulation 
neither fat nor thin 


Takes the place of exercise and 


Gives your muscles firm elasticity. Be 


NORMALIZE YOUR WEIGHT 


Do you realize what this machine means to one wanting 
in vital strength, or suffering from general weakness, nervous 
debility, insomnia, constipation, headaches or pains through 


the back and limbs? 


It is the only treatment for prostatic 


BOOK la iia a = trouble or varicose 


Remember our machines are not vibrators, but 4 genuine .. 


health-helping, life-prolonging apparatus 


As electri- 


cal manufacturers we build high-frequency machines 
of special design, including our new combination ma- 
chine, “High-Ray,” or, in other words, “Violet Ray, 


which is operated from 
6 dry cells furnish the pulsorating and 


and two Ne 


direct or alternating current. 


atomical vibration. We know that we have overcome the Invented and Patented by 
possibility of accidents through short circuit which so Prof. J. B. Roche 


commonly happens 


in cheap and inferior machines. 


Our machine should be in every home. Write for our trial offer and testimo- 


nials I for men anc 


ctent 


i women who want to become healthy, vigorous an 


ROCHE ELECTRIC MACHINE CO., Dept. F. S.. GRAND RAPIDS, MICH., U.S.A. 





size of the gut will depend entirely on 
the rapidity with which the gut is drawn 
the faster it is drawn the smaller will 
be the gut. 

“T have drawn this gut eight or nine 
feet long and strong enough to hold a 
salmon. There is no more difficulty in 
drawing this gut from the Attacus 
cecropia than from the ordinary silk 
worm (Bombyx mori). The Attacus 
Prometheus feeds on the leaves of the 
sassafras and spice-bush and also makes 
a beautiful silk.” 

It is hoped that some reader of this 
may have the time and inclination to con- 
tinue Dr. Garlick’s valuable work. And 
the commercial possibilities would seem 
to be rather exceptional. Certainly gut 
leaders without knots and eight and nine 
feet long would find a ready sale and at 
very high prices. 








FISHING PERSONALITY 
By Ladd Plumley 

UCCESS in fishing is no different from 

success in anything a fellow puts his 
hand to. And in any endeavor whatever 
nobody meets with real success until he 
develops and follows his own and per- 
sonal methods. The flapping vacant 
creels of fly fishermen generally mean 
that the grumbling fisherman is attempt- 
ing to follow out another’s rules in a 
game where conditions are never the same 
and where rules are of necessity fre- 
quently misleading. 

For many years up in the Catskills an 
old gentleman spent his summers in fly 
fishing for brown trout. His success 
was frequently fairly startling, as his 
methods were also equally startling. He 
never seemed to have any system in his 
fishing; it was as erratic as the whims of 
the fish he sought. From one portion to 
another of the river he would skip. “Re- 
minds me of an old he goat that is never 
satisfied where he finds himself,” was the 
comment of one who beheld the old gen- 
tleman’s activities. 

In novel appearance, also, he excited 
interest, and sometimes amusement. He 
wore a long, black coat of that variety 
known as “Prince Albert,” with a dented 
hard hat, “derby” in shape, and rubber 
boots, on the bottoms of which he ce- 
mented pieces of corrugated door mat to 
prevent slipping on the rocks. He carried 
a big umbrella, tied on his creel, or of a 
hot mid-summer day he held the umbrella 
over his head with his left hand, while 
he handled his rod with his right. 

Umbrella swinging in the air, the agile 
old gentleman would skip to the side of a 
pool, making a few quick, darting, short 
casts. If there was no response, away 
would skip the fisherman, and his um- 
brella might be seen, and his next cast 
might be made up or down the river, any- 
where his erratics and agility might land 
him. During many summers I never be- 
held him wading the water in the con- 
ventional manner of trout fly fishing, nor 
could I ever discover the secret for his 
success, and he always caught all the trout 
he wanted. 

On the same stream you would meet 
occasionally a young artist, skilful with 
brush and colors as he was even more 
skilful with a rod. His methods again 
were quite his very own. He would stand 
a half hour in a single pool, making from 
time to time absolutely perfect casts with 
a dry fly, and so amazing in length that 
you could only wonder. In any fly cast- 
ing tournament he could have taken 
prizes. He was after big fish, and he got 
them. 

Then there was a young chap who was 
born beside the river and had fly fished 





from the time he wore his first trousers. 
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U.S. Army Goods Bargains! 


ORDER NOW — Direct from this Advertisement. We bought these 
goods in tremendous quantities and got the benefit of lowest 
prices which we pass to you. We pay transportation charges. 














ool” shirtii . m 
; ial. Thoroughly wash- F 137—Olive Drab Blank- pe = aaeme Resot ee 
ohn cont over $6.00 00 ets. Reclaimed by a bined nd Pore. Boglish Olive Uh Drab 
sett a thods. Practically like new, orsted winter cap. Un- 
’ wholesale. F 190—Bey aunts Shel- yma Wool. For camping. fold it and you have a a 
ered e ter. Tents. Genuine Shelter = gouri by all U.S. Aviators. Worth $5.00. 
al 7 uring, etc. ee 
or “pup” tents used by Yanks price eacared 2 $5.75 
I in France. Just the thing for 4 Gelivered « « « 
1 are omnes, niles tig. - “eg New Olive Drab Blank- 
aterproof mplete wit e 
; F 285—U. S. Haversack. poles ste. Stee Geivases » 6.95 
e Made of heavy O. D. Canvas, ce delivered ° : 
t strong and waterproof. Excel- F 325—Army 


lent condition. Fits over shoul- Gloves. Olive 
ders and under arms. Three Made of ane 
pockets. Dandy for hunters, jersey ay ourer nd 
Same 

a and cross-country the whole U. SA 4 


oe bargain 
Price delivered . 
F 228—Military Axe. ,. 46 
F 324-Aviator’s Made of highly tempered F 237—ArmyMess . f 

Com adeof : steel, keen cuttingedge.gen- 74,” Made of Alumi- 
- " uine hickory handle, painted num: Tight fitting cover. 
compass is automatically *F 208—Army Olive Drab. For autotrip, nation frying pan 
locked. Illumina dia! Ganteen. Canvas hunting, camping, fishing. = and plate. J ate. -_ the thing 


Ss 





it are in pa moe 8 con- 
€ dition. Small rips or tears 
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$5 F 134-Cartridge khaki color. Size 16 ft. MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE F 111—Army Coat 
is 2 Se pas ras fe sidewall: ft center. Protects You. You take no ek aah teaiareh. whee Army ponchos. 
le fer and’ camper” Nino fal for wooing camping an risk in ordering from us. Soe aves raed SoGes: sundition "Seve of Cares booed 
s kets for Taaite. Soe Sizes, 34 and up. Give ther mak: 
“ cnet i pole sae, GAs | CARNIE-GOUDIE CO. 2°" ™ Og at ri "$1.95 
ty delivered .. f Dept.F Kansas City, Mo. eiiverea . OO ° 
*S 
~ > > 2 ap ager . a a ee - TRAVELLING DE LUXE No. 1 
7 \ 7 =| tt S Oo “4 ‘4 - 
n- SIO GET I NIN@AWiEM taught fe Reditas capnet. He - og yt Ruentuy Becuans aibhout wick 
“dangling” his fly, as he called his mode. ; »: 
od It wasn’t dangling, however: it was mak- 
te ing the feathers assume every appearance 
ty of real life. All over a pool or a bit of 
ed churning riff the fly would dance, at times 
- skipping up into the air, and always so 
ral perfectly simulating the actions of a nat- 
_ ural insect dabbling on the surface that 
” ordinary dry-fly fishing seemed something 
la almost foolish beside this life-like deceit 
1 with dead silk and feathers. I have 
- known this young fishing artist to lug 
he into the boarding house, which was run 
by his father, a full creel of a hot day 
te when the stream was low from drought 
am and when other fishermen could catch 
ae only goose eggs. 
wh Again, there lives on the same stream 
an another mountain-born young man, whose 
ad fly fishing is extraordinarily successful 
“s and has been developed solely by himself. ——— — 
ott He uses a dry fly, and he uses a dry fly WILL NOT BLOW OUT 
we GUARANTEED TO KEEP YOU DRY down stream, thus smashing dry-fly rules | This is really the De Luxe of the Optimus line—the 
ww pod ect p ey tewmyrens = pena oe reliable into smithereens. His theory, as I under- | best made, the best finished Brass Stove that they 
att Genaiah: that eontimeeen stand it, is to approach a casting place produce, packed each one complete with grate, etc., 
IT -FITS - THE - POCKET with the | Apeene rapidity 19 _. . _ hee attractive sa box, just + Aga best of its 
set FREE cathe of pneumatic ques fer ame, cast at the correct spot. tried tha or picnics, boating, automobiling 
‘th autome bile, hespital, office and home require- dodge I would scare every trout near me To be had generally from I~ :rdware Stores 
re ments. For sale by Sporting Goods Dealers. into nerve panic, but somehow with him and Sporting Goods Houses 
in METROPOLITAN AIR GOODS CO. the thing works out into sure creel-filling. HENRY os PEABODY & CO. 
nd oh othe I have seen him slip to his position, make Distributors to the eieleols trade 
a his cast and hook his fish, all in a time | 47 sraTE STREET NEW YORK CITY 
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MENTHOL 
COUGH DROPS 





RARE SPECIMEN OF 


BUFFALO BULL HEAD 


FOR SALE 





PRICE $1,000 


The Buffalo is rapidly becoming 
extinct and few heads of this splendid 
type are available now. Write 


WINNIPEG ELECTRIC RAILWAY CO. 
WINNIPEG CANADA 



























Two Send No superb qual- 4 


ity, flannel shirts sent to you without one penny in 
advance. Save more than $3 on this amazing, 
direct-to-wearer bargain offer! Just the thing for 
work, business and sport Only a limited stock at 
this profit-smashing sale price. Send today. 


Two Broadcloth Flannel 
Shirts, $8 Value—Only $4.68 


Splendidly made of fine quality Supertex Broad- 
cloth Gray Flannel. Firmly double-stitched through- 
out. Two large pockets with flaps. High grade 
pearl buttons. Soft turn-down collar, full fash- 
ioned. You will be delighted with the fine durable 
material and dressy appearance. Your money back 
if you are not convinced this is the greatest value 
offered anywhere. 


in advance. Just send your 

Not A Penny *. name, address and_neck- 

band size for two of these wonderful Gray Flannel 

Shirts. Pay only $4.68 on arrival, our smashing 

low price during this Sale only. Your satisfaction 

absolutely guaranteed. Be sure to state neckband 
e. Writz today. 


DAVID STRONG CO.2srt; SSctenes stare tose 





























TIRE PRICES CUT 


FROM OUR FACTORY TO YOU 






6000 


Our double tread reconstructed tires save you time, energy and money and do 
troubles. ur tires cannot com with ord 
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W. C. Vogt 


The well-known all-around sportsman, who has 
fished and hunted in almost every state in our 


country, and is probably the best bait-caster for 
accuracy in the world. Mr. Vogt is representing 
FieLtp AND STREAM in the West. 





(Continued from page 571) 


A DAY AT YELLOWLEG SLOUGH 
By Charles B. Morss 


vision, had caught the far-moving speck 
and now, lured in by faultless work, a 
flock of well over a score of “goldens” 
came rushing in upon us from the pasture 
side and but for the timely arrival of a 
train would have continued on and over 
the embankment to pastures safer and 
new. The train’s presence, however, 
caused them to wheel at the slough head 
and instead of cutting across, thereby of- 
fering a chance to but a couple of shots 
stationed there, they tore down past us 
for the swale’s entire length, and so 
blessed with “straight powder” seemed 
everyone on this occasion that I doubt 
there was scarce a gun but took toll from 
that fleeing flock, and as the three sole 
survivors melted away into the summer 
haze, fluttering handkerchiefs from car 
windows seemed to wave “well done.” 


HE hours of noonday, when sport 

waxes and becomes desultory in the 
“mash,” is usually given over to that 
pleasing period of the day wherein blind 
visits are exchanged and notes compared. 
Many shots for all hands had resulted in 
the bagging of some 300 birds, for the 
most part summer yellowleg, with a 
sprinkling of the larger varieties, but 
curiously enough the late afternoon with 
its lessened flight was reserved for the 
spectacular. I had stepped over during 
a lull for another chat with my youthful 
partners, and leaving my gun the while 
carelessly behind me in the blind. The 
day had turned into one of those so typi- 
cally pleasant of a New England summer. 
A languorous quiet brooded over the low- 
lands and a light breeze running from the 
south bore on its breath the sensuous 
perfume of the marshes. 

Sprawled on a knoll beside the blind 
we lounged, enjoying the comfort of a 
good cigar while my young nimrods re- 
counted at length the virtues as a trailer 
of their four-footed companion, whom a 
winged pheasant—most elusive of crippled 
game—had never been known to escape. 
From our state of dolce far niente we 
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were suddenly roused by a shot that 
shook the wide silence into sudden reso- 
nance. Seven birds, two of them giants 
of the species, had slipped quietly in 
without a note and now hung in the air 
hovering above one end of the slough but 
quite up out of gun range. 

They plainly wanted to pitch and had 
begun to, when another hopeless shot 
from some importunate wight started | 
them toward us and though much call- 
ing, executed with rare good skill, fol- 
lowed in their wake, they heeded it not 
and held steadily on their course. To 
make for my own blind would have re- 
sulted only in jeopardizing my com- 
panions’ chances, who now with guns | 
in readiness were crouched’ waiting | 
for the birds to reach the proper 
distance and coaxing them along with an 
occasional appealing note. They soon | 
swept in and were greeted with four 
charges accounting for three of the birds, 
which included the brace of big curlew 
in the bunch, while the remaining four 
sped on but were stopped and turned 
yack by a shot, and coming over the low 
ridge once more hovered in apparent 
indecision above us, to be snuffed out | 
ind let down in rapid succession into | 
the sweet tangle of bush growth behind 
is where to his credit it can be said the 
mongrel flaked around and dug them up 
to the last one. 




















SHORTLY after this clever piece of 
work by the boys, and as I lay watch- 6é 3 

ng from my own booth a report from Tt S a Like a boy with a new jack 

loe’s vicinity attracted my notice and I - knife, the man with a WDC 

vas just in time to observe that worthy | 3 

ace as though against Time up the face WDC pipe SCES before him many 


f a small hillock and dip from sight days of keen enjoyment. 
ver its crest. What manner of game, | 
thought I, can he be pursuing back in that For a WDC i 1S one of those 
dry and brushy plain. Several times, a 
wild buck had favored us with a glimpse companionable pipes a man 
during the day as he had fed about in carries with him wherever he 
well-sensed security in a wet meadow ; 
hardby and I was not so sure but that a goes. 
close sight of red deer had proved more 
than red hunter could resist. Genuine French Briar, 
But such was not the case for reap- Demuth seasoned. 
pearing in a few minutes on the rise he 
paused to make a trumpet of his hands Ask your dealer for your 
and call lustily “Bring dog, help hunt.” at 
We were soon on the ground to learn favorite shape. SAE. ee 


that he had suddenly glimpsed the sweep 
+ a huge wing just as it was ew ng 
hind the knoll and firing instanter had 
rn over a big “klew” but was unabl« 
to locate his fallen bird. “If he ever hit 
ther ground Ponto ‘ill pin ’im sure,” as- 
severated one of the youths and adding, 
“He’s as good as in yer pocket now, Joe.” 
And quickly enough did our four-footed | 
ally strike a trail. Back and forth he 
raced and quartered in the cowpaths of a 
wide patch of huckleberry bush but that 
nimble footed bird had sowed a maze of 
tracks and we spread out in order to as- 
sist the hunt. I had reached the edge of 
an open plot thickly ringed with sweet- 


tern and wire grass just as the dog with e 

a yelp of canine joy cleared a bush and | WATER STILLS Indian Moccasins 
routed a buff-colored object that paced | ane eee — “Both Lace'or Slipper” 

swiftly into this naturally formed arena i 
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for we have in the night heron another 
example where the “female of the species 
is deadlier than the male” in combat. 


T precisely the right moment for full 
effectiveness and with a stroke so 
lightning-swift as to baffle the eye the 
lance-like beak shot forth to rip the canine 
face from muzzle to eye, cleaving to 
the bone with slashing cut, as from the 
blade of a Damascus dagger. Anguished 
howls, coupled with a head-over-heels re- 
coil, followed this surprise party and for 
once we saw the dog had caught a Tarter 
as the bird, assuming the offensive, 
rushed him again and again. But the 
blinded eye and bleeding jowl had 
effectively squelched all further de- 
sire to again close with the feath- 
fencer, and deciding discretion 
to be the better part of valor Ponto 
circled his adversary at a safe dis- 
tance with roars of defiance. Not even an 
experienced dog may attack the wounded 
heron with impunity and fearing lest 
further damage befall their faithful ally 
one of the youths at an opportune moment 
deftly secured a hold on the winged va- 
liant from behind and summarily wrung 
its neck. 

I have wished since that I might have 
at the time had the foresight to jot down 
a list of the different varieties of the 
Limicolae that came into the slough 
hole on this day of novel sport between 
dawn and dusk. It would, I am sure, 
have proved a record, such as to engage 
the interest and attention of a naturalist. 

While during the greater part of the 


| day yellowleg had figured in the main 


with a scattering of other species, at 
about 5 p. m,. these had become only oc- 
casional and now at this late hour of the 
afternoon a strange thing took place. 


HEREAS without a bird within 

sight or sound and the chocolate- 
colored flats barren and deserted save for 
a scant handful of doddling peeps there 
suddenly, and it might be said mysteri- 
ously, began to come all at once a verit- 
able storm of birds; curiously enough 
yellowleg were conspicuous by an almost 
total absence while greenshanks easily led 
off in numbers now. Mixed with them 
but two small to draw our fire came 
bunches of peeps, grassbirds, ringnecks 
and whitings trotting in snowy-breasted 
strings over the flats, lifting at our shots 
to cut over us and away on wings that 
whizzed like swiftly feathered darts ; but 
game more satisfying for the sportsman 
to work upon was not lacking in this pass- 
ing tide, for sifting along with the green- 
shanks on lilting wing drove little wisps 
of dowitchers at frequent intervals, and 


| the scene was further enlivened by a 


“brush” with another flock of “goldens” 
bearing in, offering one of my companions 
a perfect chance, which he embraced by 
letting down three of the splendid birds 
and turning the bunch, as good luck 
would have it, in my direction, enabling 
me to cut out a brace as they tore over, 
With the dusk, came a short run of 
beetleheads flying wildly from the shoot- 
ing of the day, offering shots of the 
high, wide and handsome order. It 
was long-distance choke-barrel work but 
we nailed several of the flighting birds, 
pulling some down from a_ ridiculous 
height by heeding that cardinal rule of the 
wingshot in such cases, to hold well ahead 
and still further ahead. 


THOUGHT it all over, as indeed 
must Hiram whom I could now ob- 
serve with some others sloshing about in 
the dim distance gathering up the stool. 
Standing for a moment in contemplation 
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of this closing scene there fell on my ears 
a soft bubbling whistle, a veritable string 
of vocal pearls from above, where a dove- 
like bird was winging over in swift full 
flight. It offered a fair incoming shot, 
one that I had made too often to miss on 
this occasion and at the report the bird 
spread-eagled in air and came spinning 
down, to land with a soft thud almost at 
my feet; the only upland plover of the 
day, but it was as I gathered in my own 
stool that luck threw my way the prizes 
of the day. Many a bird falls to the 
gunner which might have passed on to 
safety because unobserved, through the 
accommodating habit of voicing its pres- 
ence in the neighborhood. So it was as I 
worked I was startled beyond measure by 
a sudden rasping note as though from the 
throat of some giant catbird. I could 
hardly credit it, so long had it been since I 
had seen one in this corner of the land, 
though familiar enough with them in 
southern fields of sport. But there they 
were as big as life, a pair of splendid wil- 
let lapping along on easy wing. Nor did 
they shy as I thought likely when making 
a crouching sprint for the gun. Fairly high 
they were yet not too high, and carefully 
covering the nearer of the two I let fly a 
charge of 8's that crumpled the bird 
neatly enough, but its mate, darting 
sharply at the report, was a bit too fast 
for my allowance to be immediately 
effective. 


ARD hit it passed on in wobbling 

and descending flight across the 
slough to fall straight into the waiting 
and outstretched hands of Saggahew Joe, 
who plucked it cleverly from the air as 
one might a fluttering chicken, wringing 
alike a whoop from that worthy and a 
squawk from the willet as he wrung its 
neck. 

“Bin er tolerable fair day fer birds,” 
grunted a veteran of 40 years acquain- 
tance with the neighborhood, pitching his 
last decoy on the heap. Which was tan- 
tamount to saying sport had been good 
enough for anybody, an opinion we freely 
shared, and shouldering guns and game 
we sought the homeward way as vapory 
sea mists rolled in over the lonely levels 
and restless killdeer screamed complain- 
ingly. 


(Continued from page 585) 
THE LIE 
By Lawrence Mott 


“Oh, my God! not madness! Let me 
die—but not madness!” 
Still the stream poured over him. 


YES, it was wet-—WET! He screamed | 
aloud in relief. 

“Elsie!” Panting, he dragged the girl | 
outside, and stretched her flat, face up- | 
ward. 

“Tom! Come, man! Rain! Rain!” 
Heedless of the other’s wound and his 
own weakness, he got him out, too, under 
the fearful downpour. Then every bucket, 
pail, cup, saucer, that he could find in his | 
delirious joy he put out. 

“Elsie, girl—can you feel it?” 

“Yes; thank God! Thank God!” 

“Can you hear me?” 

“Yes.” 

He told her Tom’s story, and of how | 
he had lied for him. 

She was silent for a moment. “This | 
must be the answer, Boy,” was all that | 
she said. | 

Watts propped himself up on his one | 
good arm. “I said that somebody would 
hold out a helpin’ hand to ye, didn’t I, | 
Ralph? Now He’s gone and done it!” 


| 
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lars at $35. These glasses sell 
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at $45. 


Military Model, 6 power, prismatic, 30 
m.m., large field of vision, double indi- 
vidual focusing device. Tan harness 
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You know you need them. You can’t 
get along without them when travelling, 
motoring, yachting, hunting, at races, 
foot-ball and other sports. And you will 
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binoculars like these at this price. Get 
a pair now and enjoy them the rest of 
your life. Every one passed by Army 
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Field 


HE three sat on, Elsie’s head on the 
big ranchman’s shoulder, while the 
water soaked into their parched bodies, 
and the scorched blood in their veins 
cooled. 

“Thank God!” the girl whispered 
peacefully ; then she added, “Do you think | 
that Corporal Dickson knew ?” 

He did not answer. 

And still it rained. 





BULLETIN 


with a landing net. This bird, which was 
a black duck, had its back badly torn and 


| dition it was in. This is the first instance 
the writer ever heard of a gull success- 
fully attacking a full-grown bird. Since 
then we have heard of several similar in- 
stances. It is possible that this duck may 
have been wounded, but it was in excep- 
tionally good flesh, which would tend to 
disprove such a theory. 

We are in receipt of an interesting let- 
ter from Dr. Paul D. Mossman, of Angel 
Island, Cal., about the activities of gulls 
which he has witnessed. His letter is 
printed in full below: 

“Since the publication of your article 
entitled ‘Wild Ducks Killed by Sea Gulls’ 
I have noticed several communications in 
|the outdoors press in regard to the sub- 
ject, most of the contributors giving hear- 
| say evidence of similar depredations. If 
the testimony of an eye-witness will aid 
in securing a conviction, I shall be glad to 
appear for the prosecution. 
| “Late in July, 1919, the coast-guard 
cutter on which I was serving as medical 
'offcer was anchored overnight in St. Law- 
rence Bay on the coast of Siberia. We 
noticed five baby ducks (Pacific eider) 
swimming about near the ship. They 
came quite close alongside, picking up bits 
of food thrown overboard to them, but 
presently became suspicious and started 
away from the ship. When about sev- 
enty-five yards off a gull came swooping 





but before they could get their breath and 


would undoubtedly have died. We, there- | 
fore, put it out of its suffering, as there | 
was no chance of its recovery in the con- | 





Address ..ssseseeesceseeseceeeees ose upon them. They promptly dived, | 
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dive again, the gull had wheeled sharply 
and swooped again—‘and then there were 


j four.’ The gull soon returned and re- | 


}peated his dastardly performance with 
| varying intervals of failure and success, 
}until the gunner came on deck with his 
trusty ten-bore and closed the act after 
the gull had destroyed three of the pretty 
| infants. 

“I have seen large numbers of gulls of 
several varieties in their nesting places in 


the flats back of St. Michael, Alaska. 





This was several miles from the coast, and | 


while we saw no instances of the sea gulls’ 
depredations, it was noticed that where 


there were many gulls there were few | 


| ducks,” 

} 
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BUY AREAL SYNTHETIC STONE | 


You ask, what is a Synthetic Stone? A Syn- 
thetic Stone is made from the identical elements 
which compose real mined stones—fused together 
by intense 
electrical 


stones come 

in five col 

ors: White 

Sapphire, 

which only an expert can tell from a diamond: 

Blue Sapphire, Golden Sapphire, Pink Sapphire 

and Ruby. All of these stones are set in solid 

gold 14-kt. settings. We are not giving anything 

away free, and our supply is not limited, but we do 

refund your money in ten days if you are not satis- 
fled You get what you pay for, no more or less. 
These rings cannot be duplicated in a store at 

the same price, which is $14.00. Send slip of 

paper the size of finger. 


THE W. S.T. RING CO., Box 42, Attleboro, Mass. 





| 











Samuel Merrill's 


THE MOOSE BOOK 


covers the entire field of the splendid 
sport of moose-hunting. The hunter, 
scientist, general reader—even the 
camp cook will find a section where 
the subject is treated from his view- 
point. 

“No sportsman’s library can be complete 


without it. It is almost a moose encyclo- 
pedia, so complete is it.”—Outdoor Life. 


New Edition. Superbly Illustrated, 
Net $6.00; Postage Extra. 


E. P. DUTTON & C0, 681 Sth Ave., N.Y. 














U.S. ARMY PUP TENT, $4.75 
Reclaimed from Army Base 







Extra Gold Medal Folding 

Heavy Army Cots (re- 

Duck CMON) 4 sce ccceu $5.75 
Army Camping 


Blankets ...... 7.00 
Gov’t No. 1 
Hip Rub- 
ber Boots.. 5.50 
These prices include 
Postage Prepaid. 
Write for Catalog and Money Saving Prices. 
OLD COLONY STORAGE CO. 
Dept. F, 40 Court St., Boston, Mass. 
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Rainbow Trout—Western Division 
1. Miss Sibyl MacLennan 

Mr. Fred K. Burnham 

. Mr. H. L. Green 

. Mr. Alfred Hozlund 


Wty 


Brown Trout 
(Salmo eriox) 

. Dr. Webb J. Kelly 

. Dr. C. E. Milson 

. Mr. William A. Cains 

. Mr. Harry N. Ingraham 


& wiv 


Lake Trout-Togue 
(Cristivomer namaycush) 
1. Mr. Chas. E. Wait, Jr. 
2. Mr. C. E. Wait 


Small-Mouth Black Bass 
(Micropterus dolomieu) 
North of Mason and Dixon Line 
1. Mr. James E. Callahan 
2. Mr. H. D. Smith 
3. Mr. E. B. Mould 
4. Mr. John Edelbauer 


Small-Mouth Black Bass 
South of Mason and Dixon Line 
1. Mr. C. A. Rawson 
a 3. ¥. bee 
3. Mr. Ralph Harvy Jones 
4. Mr. G. R. Babylon 


Small-Mouth Black Bass 
Southern Division 
. Mr. A. R. Dutes 
2. Mr. C. H. Freeman 


Large-Mouth Black Bass 
North of Mason and Dixon Line 
(Micropterus salmoides) 

1. Mr. Wm. Stilwell 
2. Mr. Roy Oppie 
3. Mr. Fred Davis 
Mr. Arthur A. Wittnebel 
4. Mr. R. J. Winwood 


Large-Mouth Black Bass 
South of Mason and Dixon Line 
Mr. Walter H. Campbell 
Mr. W. B. Rains 
Mr. Wm. Bernard 
Mr. Ralph Harvey Jones 
Mr. D. H. Moulsdale 


Large-Mouth Black Bass 
Southern Division 
. Mr. W. H. Corbett 
. Mrs. W. H. Corbett 
. Mr. H. E. McLarin 
; wee. 3, oe. SR. See 
Dr. W. M. Searcy 


Great Northern Pike 
(Esox estor) 
. Jennie H. Ladew 
. Marie Adele Beach 
. Mr. James W. Alker 
. Mr. Wm. N. Beach 


Muskellonge 
(Esox masquinongy) 
. Mr. Robert Baumann 
. Mr. Philip Mayer 
. A. B. Taylor 
. Mr. John Thomas 


Striped Bass 
(Roccus lineatus) 
1. Mr. Jack Gloward 


Weakfish 
(Cynoscion regalis) 
1. Willis Rider 
2. John P. Jordan 
3. John M. Birdsall 


Channel Bass 
(Sciaenops ocellatus) 
1. Jos. H. MannBinns 
2. Henry Lobe Straus 
Roy A. Clements 


—_ 


de Why — whe Wr Pons 


Tarpon 
(Tarpo atlanticus) 
1. W. Ashby Jones 
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Look at This One, Boys 
















A Real Hunting Boot 


Comfortable? [I Guess Yes— 


And wears, too. Worth buying, 
then, isn’t it > 


And this is only one of our com- 
plete lines of Sporting Footwear. 


All lines made to special measure 


Write us for our 
Catalogue “S” 


John Palmer Co., Ltd. 


Fredericton, New Brunswick, Can. 


No, 041% 








SMOOTH! 


“YES! AND IT'S — 
GUARANTEED TO 
KEEP MY FACE 
SMOOTH 
FOR LIFE” 


YTTVUVUUULUUUULELUOEUULUUNGAUOEULLLLLLL 








PT NU MMC MMU LLL 


This SHUMATE “Barber” razor is so good that we guarantee i i 

reacea: The blade is made from tungsten alloy steel, witheh tahiee ype My toed 2 
other steel can—and holds it. You can use it for years without honing. The secret of this 
wonderful steel is ours alone, and we guard it jealously. Here’s our unqualified guarantee: a 


The Shumate Guarantee $ USE THIS COUPON  S 
Buy a SHUMATE “Barber” Razor and fi 7ep wast to csttle the susse question 


IUIUOUUUOOUONAULEUUAUUUALUUAAUEELL 









use it—not once, but as long as you like. If withe eee —— ‘or those 4; 6 
you say, after an exacting trial, that you | with wisy bensdle wones- A. St 
don’t like it, we'll exchange it without ommend our $3.00 Shumate ae AA 


word. 

SHUMATE Razorsare made by the master 
cutlers of the world, and for more that 33 
years have demonstrated their superior 
worth to men who appreciate really good 








3 

=I razors. More t four million men (in- is~ 

=  cludi fessional barbers) using | "™st-proof case 

E  stidieecretseclons! tarbory orp now ecieg | waltem- 7 [#_] 
= pow. on MAE onedq nadbguuiitiinaienionkndelil 
=  SHUMATE RAZOR CO., 876 Chestnut St, St. Louis, Mo. | razor. 

= Established 1004 Capacity 6000 Razors Dall ES EERE Se = 


SU eee 








GOING HUNTING? 

Do your cooking the Kampkook way and forget 
your camp fire troubles. This two burner sure 
fire stove is ready any time you want it. Set 
wp end going in a@ jiffy: burns gasoline or dis- 
tillate without smoke, soot or odor. Wind end 
trouble proof. 


K AMERICAN FOLDING K 


THE IDEAL CAMP STOVE 


All parts enclosed in steel case when not in 

use measuring 14x8x3 inches. Handy to carry 

anywhere; large enough for all camp cooking. 
by hardware and sporting dealers 


everywhere. Write forour folderon camp- 


ing conveniences. 





p 


Light, easy to handle, no leaks or repairs; check as baggage, 
carry by hand; safe for family: all sizes; non-sinkable; stronger 
than wood; used by U. S. and Foreign Governments. Awarded 
first Prize at Chicago and St. Louis World’s Fairs. We fit our 


oats for Outboard Motors. Catalogue. 
KING FOLDING CANVAS BOAT CO, 691 Harrison St, Kalamazoe Mich. 









GLASTENBUR 


UNDERWEAR 





PROTECTION @z3isst chilling of the 


a fore- 
runner of colds, pneumonia and rheumatism. 


EVERY GARMENT #22, 

and guaranteed not to shrink. 

Fine Gray Winter Weight, 
four qualities. 


Fine Gray Super Weight, 
three qualities. 


Fine Worsted Merino, 
Medium weight, 


For Sale by Leading Dealers 
Write for booklet — sample cuttings. 
Yours for the Asking. Dept. 37 
The GLASTONBURY KNITTING CO. 
GLASTONBURY, CONN. 


Prices 
$2.50 
to $7.00 


Per Garment 
ular Sizes. 





| of Fietp 
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AN ANSWER TO A QUESTION 
Editor of Fietp AND STREAM: 


There appeared in the July issue the 
picture of a knife owned by one J. R. 
Carmer who desired suggestions for some 


| implement to replace a useless corkscrew. 


I should suggest one of the tapered awls 


as found in the boy scout knives. 


If he is looking for some affair to take 
the cap off the bottle I presume he could 
have one made similar to enclosed sketch. 





Mr. Carmer may be interested to learn 
that I visited a corkscrew factory in Con- 
necticut some months ago and they told 
me that they had more business during the 
past year than any year in their history. 

I was on a fishing trip to Jackman, 
Maine, last spring and while there they 
had a liquor raid and got over 500 quarts 
of whiskey, a very good pro capita rate, 
as there are only about 1,100 men, women 
and children in the town. 

If course, if Mr. Carmer ever goes to 
Canada or Cuba he could buy a corkscrew. 

31LL Berry. 




















Editor of Fretp AND STREAM: 
As I have been a subscriber and reader 


AND STREAM for many years, 


; I thought the enclosed picture might be 


| of some value to you. 


| rabbit hunt. 
| sheep for several 
| would join the flock early in the morn- 
| ing, stay with the sheep all day and then 


I took this picture 
January 19, 1919, in the northern part of 
Newaygo County, Michigan, while on a 
I watched this bunch of 
days, and the fawn 


at night make for the woods again. 
Very truly yours, 
B. D. BeHrens. 
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SUPPLY OF FRASER RIVER 
SALMON MAY BE ExX- 
HAUSTED SOON 

NDER existing conditions, the suppiy 
of sock-eye salmon in the Fraser 
River system will become commercially 
exhausted in a few years, according to 
a report of the international conference 
held on United States-Canadian matters. 


The State Department recently made the | 


report public. 


A treaty between this country and Can- 


ada covering this question now is before 
the Senate. A Senate treaty is under 
consideration for reciprocity privileges to 
the fishing vessels of each country. 
The report recommended that the ques- 
tion of lobstering by American vessels 


off the Canadian coast when the fishing | 


by Canadians is prohibited should be set- 
tled by the treaty or legislation. 

Other recommendations were for total 
suspension of fishing for sturgeon for a 
period of years, and an early inter- 
national conference between all countries 


having whale fisheries to save the whale | 


from extinction. 
Among questions settled by the confer- 
of 


ence were remova! discriminatory 
customs requirements of Canadian ves- 
sels to the high sea fisheries through 


waters of southeast Alaska, and prohibi- 
tion of net fishing in Canadian water of 
Lake Champlain. —The Oregon Daily 
Journal. 





THE PURSE SEINERS 
DEPUTY fish warden says that the 
4 bodies of small salmon line North 
3each opposite the mouth of the Colum- 
bia River. He charges purse seiners, 
operating outside the three-mile limit, with 
the crime. 


Free of restriction by law, | 


either of the State or nation, the purse | 


seiners spread their nets from the sur- 
face to the bottom of the sea where it 
is not more than 150 feet deep. The 
salmon are caught as they feed. The 
plant and animal growths which furnish 
them provender are destroyed by the same 
operation. 

Everything that comes into the net of 
the purse seiner is held until he is ready 
to sail into the Columbia river. Then 
the large and the small fish are segregated 
and the small ones are thrown overboard, 
because the Oregon law and the Oregon 
packers operate sympathetically to restrict 
the sale of salmon less than 20 inches 
long. 
fuse to accept a salmon less than 8 pounds 
in weight. 

The detaii of the inhibition against the 
sale of small salmon is, however, unim- 
portant. The allegation of the deputy 
fish warden is, in brief, that the purse 
seiners are destroying the seed of the 
salmon crop. 

The State and the packers together 
spend $100,000 a year to assist nature 
in the propagation of salmon. Hatcheries 
are painstakingly maintained. Improved 
methods are constantly being devised. The 
baby salmon are watched over until they 
have attained size and weight sufficient to 
protect them against their natural ene- 
mies. Then they are released. The re- 
ward is an industry that last year packed 
700,000 cases of salmon for the State as 
a whole and 584,000 cases for the Colum- 
bia river alone. The salmon crop brought 
into Oregon last year some $10,000,000, 
thus producing from the water, acre for 
acre, more than almost any land crop 
‘which could be used as a basis for com- 
parison. 

Salmon, large or small, should not be 
disturbed in their feeding grounds. The 


seed of the salmon crop should not be ! 


Most of the packers, in fact, re- | 





Wool Flannel 
Heavy as a Coat | 


This thick firm wool flannel is 
woven heavy as a coat. You can’t realize 
the protection and wear in these shirts 
until you feel them. Handsome, finely 
made, cut coat style, extra full and long. 
Patent ‘‘two-way”’ collar with storm tab 
you can button high under your chin. Two big 


pockets to button. All se di i 
pockets ams double _—— 


2 lvory buttons to match in color. T' 
shirts are a wonderful super-quality bargain 
Don’t buy a shirt until you see these, : 


6 Months to Pay 


Send only $1.00 with the coupon. Shirts come 
on approval. If you don’t wish to keep them, 
send them back and your money will be re- 
turned immediately without question. If you 
keep them they cost = 3centsa day. Learn 
to buy the Elmer Richards way as thousands 
of men are doing. You can’t lose. 


Send Coupony 


Don’t miss this. You take no risk. Have 
these shirts sent on approval. Don’t be too 
late. supply limited. Send coupon now with 
a dollar bill or a $1.00 P. O. order. Act now! 


Elmer Richards Co. 


Dept. 9307, West 35th St., Chicago, Illinois 
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Write for our 
Free Bargain 
Catalog of 
men's, wom- 





thiy pay 
One Oxford ‘mento. 
Gray Shirt 
Shirts shippec only two of one size i . One) 
is handsome OxfordGra: othe other ote, Se 
dark green. Sizes 14 to 18. Order by No. F-3. Terms 
$1 with coupon, $2.35 monthly. Total $14.90. ’ 


Elmer Richards Co., 

Dept. 9307, West 35th St., Chicago 
I enclose $1.00, Send the Special Heavy 
Flannel Shirt Set, No. F-3 of 2 shires, “Sine puscane 
If I am not satis‘ied when I receive the shirts I can 
return them an get i 


4 D my pa: . 
Otherwise I will pay the advertised terms, $1.00 with 
coupon, $2.35 monthly. Total price $14.90. 

















WE MAKE 






1) [al 
COTS AND CAMP FURNITURE 
Also Tents, Awnings, Covers, Leggings 


Write for Prices 
Four Factories Prompt Shipments 








TUCKER DUCK & RUBBER CO., FT. SMITH, ARK. 










‘Jim Heddon 2-Piece Rods 
Baby Crab and Other Minnows 


— Send for literature 
Hs, Heddon’s Sons 
ys Dowagiac, Mich. 
















The Carbide 
BRILLIANT SEARCH LIGHT tor 
Hunting, Trapping, Camping, etc. Sold 
throughout the world for 18 years. Shines 300 to 600 
feet. Single or double lens with darkening door. Four 
styles, $10.00 to $12.00. Sold by Hardware & Sport- 
ing Goods Dealers. If your dealer cannot supply you 
= we will ship on receipt of price, postage paid. 

t Catalog free on request 


BRILLIANT SEARCH LIGHT MFG. CO. 529 So. Dearborn St, Dept. 21, Chicago, I 
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on Americas Finest 


s}ialelerelt-la> 
Genuine Bausch & Lomb 


1,000 left with U. S. Gov't when war ended. 
That’s why these Victory Binoculars are now 
offered at $15 less than the regular standard 
These are all brand new binoculars— 


& Lomb Victory Stereo-Prism 
Binoculars—6 power—found to be the best, most 
exact and easiest on the eyes by U. S. Army and 
Navy—25 millimeter objective—three special ad- 
justments make it suitable for any eyes 


rage a Victory Binoculars 
r Price While =e S 
Lasts Only - - 35 


120 yards across 1000 
Furnished complete with Solid Leather Case, 
strap for Binoculars and strap for case The 
finest Binocular made in America—only one-half 
the size and weight of former type. Backed by 
Bausch & Lomb guarantee. 


Send’ Your Order NOW 


Write today before this great bargain is with- 
drawn Send name, address and P. O. or 
Money Order for only $35. (We pay war tax.) 
We guarantee to refund your money if these 
Binoculars are not exactly as represented or if 
you can match them elsewhere for less than $50. 


DAVID STERN COMPANY 


Value—Service—Satistaction—Since 1885 
8-110—1027 West Madison St., Chicago, Mi. 





Genuine Bausch 


Field of vision, yards. 





NOTE.—Readers of Field we Stream can 
order Binoculars above described in perfect 
confidence. The Publisher's fb as well 
as that of the David Stern Company, protects 
you absolutely against risk. 











te eel 


Big Game 
Hunters 


Consider whom you wil 
have mount your invaluable 
trophies. We are specialists in 
game heads, life-sized animals 
and fur rugs 
Our catalog showing prize 
men re-created true to life will im- 
press you with what a lifetime de- 
voted to taxidermy can attain. 
FIELD GUIDE & FREE 
BIG GAME BOOK 
Contains records of North American 
Big Game. Its 32 pages, richly il- 
lustrated, will charm and convince 
you. Shows beautiful Game Heads 
and Rugs for sale to decorate realisti- 
cally your home, den or office. 


Write Us Today 


JONAS BROS. , Boiss 


speci : 





AND --- 


1021 Breadway DENVER, COLO. 
Branch: Livingston, Mont. 
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destroyed. Unhappily there is no law to 
restrain the practice. The purse seiners 
operate outside the jurisdiction of Oregon 


| and Washington and of the federal gov- 


ernment. The Washington law is weak 
in that it does not prohibit the sale of 
small salmon caught outside of the three- 
mile limit even in the closed season. 

The only remedy is in an international 
agreement, subscribed to by Canada and 
the United States, which will prohibit 
purse seining. If the deputy fish warden 
correctly states the facts concerning the 
destruction of baby salmon, no measure 
of repression can be too severe—From an 
Oregon paper. 





THE MENHADEN MENACE 


FEW days ago an article appeared 
in a Philadelphia newspaper com- 
plaining of the outrages committed by 
the Menhaden fishing boats and appealing 
to the sportsmen to try to put an end to 
it. It seems that these boats, which by 
law are permitted to net unedible fish out- 
side of the three-mile limit, have in re- 
cent years, owing to the unenforcement 
of the law, become bolder and bolder. Is 
there a surf fisherman along the New 
Jersey coast who has not seen these boats 
and complained to himself or fellow fish- 
ermen about them? Have you not seen 
them approach and watched them come 
nearer and nearer until you thought they 
would surely run aground? Have you not 
also seen them come as close as they 
dared, the small boats circle with the 
nets, the haul taken on board and then 
steal away, the quickness and barbarous- 
ness of it all mocking you, the true lover 
of sport, as you stood, rod in hand, watch- 
ing the criminal disappear on the horizon? 

The latest outrage and the one com- 
plained of was committed early in July at 
Barnegat Inlet when these boats came in 
the inlet channel within calling distance 
of the beach and of course spread their 
nets. This is the last straw. What chance 
have game fish to enter our bays or mi- 
grate along our coast if these boats are 
permitted to come practically in our inlets 
and cast nets? 

I feel that every sportsman, whether 
hunter or fisher, will agree that the ap- 
peal should be heeded and that this sad 
condition should be emphatically brought 
to the attention of the proper authorities. 
By a review of our statutes one will find 
that our laws are adequate, but the laxity 
is in the enforcement, and it is to that 
end that an effort should be made. It is 
of course conceded that the enforcement 
of game laws is very difficult, especially 
along our coasts, but a law without en- 
forcement is no law. Is there not some 
way that these boats can be made to 
respect our laws and the rights of every 
citizen? Could not our coast guards re- 
port every boat that came within the 
three-mile limit, regardless of what kind 
of fish they were netting, or our revenue 
cutters have another duty imposed upon 
them? It seems to me that the latter 
course would be the more effective and 
just as practicable. The subject is vital 
to every American as well as the nation 
itself and the request is not unreasonable. 
I have personally written the Secretary 
of Navy, the Fish and Game Commission 
of New Jersey, our two Senators and sev- 
eral Congressmen, asking that immediate 
steps be taken to remedy the infringement 
of our rights. But one person is power- 
less and I earnestly beseech every sports- 
man’s organization to awaken to the situa- 
tion and devise some way to terminate 
the outrage. Cannot something be done, 
or is this pitiable condition to continue? 

R. Wayne Krart. 





RUSSELLS 
“NEVER LEAK” 


Thebuilt-for-hard-knocks 
boot that sportsmen 
swear by—soft, easy-fit- 
ting and as near water- 
proof as a leather boot 
can be, 


leathers. 


Ifyourdealer 
doesn’t carry 
RUSSELL’S, 

write us for 
a catalog. 


W.C.RUSSELL 
MOCCASIN 
co. 
608 Wisconsin St. 
BERLIN, WIS. 








Holds the True Tone Whether 
You Call Loud or Low 


The most true to life duck call made, because 
it will not break in tone, no matter how 
much you vary the range of sound. Calls 
ducks in close, where you can really shoot ’em. 


$1.00 at your dealer, or mailed any- 
where in U. S. on receipt of price. 


N. C. HANSEN CO. Zimmerman, Minn. 














HARVEY EXPOSURE METERS 


N°2 for Kodaks MP for 
as 
siti Exterior Work 
a we 
Your Dealer or GLH. 105 So. Dearborn St. Chicago 








Rare and Choice Sporting 
and Angling Books. 


Also General Literature 
Send today for list 
B. C. SEELEY, 40 Peterborough St., Boston, Mass. 
— 














Dont buy fish nets 


You can knit them your- 
self at small cost. It’s 
dead easy. Complete 
Illustrated Instructions, 
shuttle, mesh blocks and 
valuable fishing hints, 
for $1.25 postpaid. Fur- 
ther particulars if de- 
sired. 
W. E. CLAYTON 

42 N. Maim, Altoona, Kansas 
































Travellers, 
Sportsmen, Tourists, etc. 
will find 


=*TABLOID’™ 
TEA 


Convenient and Portable 





he best means for making 
freshly - prepared tea at 
any time or in any place. 
Two or more to each large cup 
or pannikin 
‘TABLOID’ TEA 
saves waste and space 


Sold in convenient pocket-cases 
sufficient for 580 or 100 cups 





Ry Pharmacists, 
Drugyists and Dealers 


Burroughs Wellcome 


London & New York 
wx 2677 











— Sa 





Kalitan 


ARROW 
COLLARS 


THE quality thar won for Arrows the 
premier place is exactly the same quality 
that you get today when you buy an Arrow 


(CLUETT, PEABODY & CO, Inc. TROY, N.Y. 
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When planning your next Out- 
door trip—don't forget your 


Perfection Air Bed 


means restful sleep on any any camp ground. 
Its soft air-filled body is never lumpy or 
damp. Rolls to a small light bundle for 
earrying. Lasts indefinitely. Excellent in 
the home as well as on camping, motoring 
and yachting trips, 

Write to-day for catalog 


ATLANTIC—PACIFIC MFG. CO. 
130 Atlantic Ave. Brooklyn, N. Y. 








| ering fruit and vegetables. 





|is no food of any kind. 





| 
| He likes the rocks in the summer time— | 





A FISH STORY 


put one hundred men on an _ island 
where fish is a staple article of sus- 
tenance. Twenty-five of the men catch 
fish. Twenty-five others clean the fish 
Twenty-five others cook the fish. Twenty- 
five hunt fruit and vegetables. The entire 
company eats what thus is gathered and 
prepared. 









A cap that affords 
real protection and 
service under the 
hardest conditions. Made of 
Olive Green Khaki or Red Flan- 
nel, has rubberized lining, which 
makes it absolutely waterproof. 
Cap has Fur or Flannel! inside 
band to be pulled down over 
ears in cold weather. Outside rim also 
can be turned down, preventing water or 
snow running down back of neck, This 
is the best and most practical cap ever 
made for autoist and all who are much out- 
| doors. See them at your dealer’s. If he 
will not supply you we will send prepaid 
on receipt of Express or P. O. Money 
Order for $3.00. Write for booklet of 
other styles, including Auto Caps. 


So long as everybody works there is 
plenty. All hands are happy. 

Ten of the allotted fish catchers stop 
catching fish.” 


Ten more dry and hide part of the 
fish they catch. 


Five continue to catch fish, but work 
only part of the day at it. 

_Fewer fish go into the community 
kitchen. 

But the same number of men insist 






upon having the same amount of fish to Beware of inttaiens 
eat as they had before. Se ones Lest fr Lael 
check. Ge 





The fifty men who formerly cleaned 
and cooked the fish have less to do owing | 
to the under-supply of fish. But they 
continue to demand food. 


Mention size 
wanted and 
your dealer's 
pbame. 


PRICE 
$3.00 


Dept. F 


JONES HAT COMPA 


Gradually greater burdens are laid upon 
the fruit and vegetable hunters. These 
insist upon a larger share of fish in return | 
for their larger efforts in gathering fruit 
and vegetables. It is denied them and 
soon twenty of the twenty-five quit gath- 


ST. JOSEPH 
MISSOURI 








But the entire one hundred men con- | 
tinue to insist upon their right to eat. 

The daily food supply gradually shrinks. 
The man with two fish demands three 
bananas in exchange for one of them. 
The man with two bananas refuses to 
part with one for fewer than three fish. 

Finally, the ten men remaining at work 
quit in disgust. Everybody continues to 
eat. The hidden fish are brought to light 
and consumed. Comes a day when there 
Everybody on 
the island blames everybody else. 


Cree Common Sense 
Camp Stoves 


What would seem to be the solution? | 
Exactly! We thought you would guess 
it. For we repeat that you can’t eat, 
buy, sell, give away, wear or use with 
what isn’t—Tasty Krumbs—The Ocean 
City Fishing Club’s Year Book. 





Forty-four Years the Best 


A good gun brings half the pleasure 
of a duck season, a Cree Common Sense 
Camp Stove does the rest. 


See Your Dealer or Write Us 
D. W. CREE CAMP STOVE CO. 


GRIGGSVILLE, ILL. 
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SMALL MOUTH 










MADE FOR 
+ U.S. GOVERNMENT + 


"12 FULL LENGTH 


HIP BOOTS 


GUARANTEED FIRST QUALITY 
These $12.00 Goodyear 


“The little mouth has little scales, 
There’s red in his handsome eye, 
The scales extend on his vertical fins, } 


And his forehead is round and high, 


His forehead is round and high, my boys, 
And he sleeps the winter through; 


Micropterus dolomieu.” 


ea bOnpar Pay onar. 

12 rival, You risk othe 

ing. If you are not a 

SEND NO MONEY fectly satistied,we will re- 

turn your money at once. 

| Knee Rubber Boots $4.75 Rubber Boot Socks, 45c 

Show this wonderful Offer to your friends, 

Write, or mail coupon, as you prefer. 

| EAST BOSTON MAIL ORDER HOUSE 
i Armory Bldg., East Boston, Mass. 

Send U. 8. Gov’t. fii Rubber Boots, C, O. D. 


LARGE MOUTH 





“The big mouth has the biggest scales, 
And a pit scooped in his head; 

His mouth is cut beyond his eye, 
In which is nary a red. 





In his eye is nary a red, my boys, 


| But keen and well he sees, | My money back if not satisfied, 
y | He has a dark stripe on his side— | Size TAGs .06s0cecnapnghanandsivensaguaconsose 
Micropterus salmoides.” PRE Oe Peper Ee woses dsctnesentnnes 
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Author of “Dogs of the World”, “The Whippet. 
or Dog” 


", etc., etc. 


Breeders ot good sporting dogs will find these pages particularly effective in disposing of their stock. Firetp anp Stream readers are made up of red- 


blooded sportsmen, the sort who can afford two or three hunting trips a year and must necessarily possess good shooting dogs. 
Our rate for advertisements is $10.00 per inch per month, 


these columns and take advantage of this active 


market. 


List your kennels in 











International Champion 


UD 


The only American bred interna- 
tional champion Airedale Terrier 
in the world, and 


A REAL TERRIER 
: FEARLESS HUNTER OF BIG 
4 Tyyteal Vieert lead ANT) SMALL GAME, retrieves on 
land or water, summer or winter, has magnificent 
head and coat and is a great big stout-hearted sire 
of large litters of magnificent pups. A canine noble- 
man, a “one man,”’ he-man’s dog, full of brains, 
pep, and guts. STUD FEE: $25 

Send your bitch by express prepaid to WESTON, 
New Jersey 

Illustrated booklet with full description of KOO- 
TENAI CHINOOK and puppies sired by this cham- 
pion for sale, upon request, 


Vibert Kennels, Box 23A, Weston, N. J. 























OORANG AIREDALES 


The 20th Century All-round Dogs 


Oorang Airedales are a true sporting strain and 
have mo equals as water dogs, retrievers and 
hunters of all kinds of game They are trailers 
tree-barkers and stayers They will climb a tree 
or go to earth and fight anything from a rat to 
a bear. Their faithful and untiring watchfuiness 
makes them the best of protectors for camp, home 
or estate. Their superior intelligence makes them 
the most desirable pals for ladies or gentlemen 
and loyal playmates for children They are the 
ideal dogs for farm or ranch, being careful and 
efficient drivers of cattle, hogs and sheep. We 
have for sale at all times proven stock and farm 
dogs; trained hunters on lion, bear, wolf, bob- 
cat, coon, opossum, skunk, mink and rabbit; 
trained retrievers on ducks, geese and water- 
fowl; police and watch dogs; automobile dogs 
and companions; stud-dogs, brood-matrons and 
puppy stock from the bluest Airedale blood in 
America; fox hounds, coon hounds and big-game 
hounds; also dog medicines, dog foods and kennel 
supplies of all kinds Illustrated and interesting 
booklet mailed for ten cents in stamps or coin. 
OORANG KENN 
The Largest Breeders of Airedale Terriers in the World 
pt. A, LA RUE, OHIO 











owe ; 
‘Airedale Puppies 
KOOTENAI CHINOOK 


| 
| out of thoroughbred A-! hunting 
| strain, for sale at $25.00 and up. 


Pups Sent on Approval to 
Responsible Parties 


W. A. CORNETTE 


P. O. Box 530, Hopkinsville, Ky. 











THE LUCK O’ TH’ IRISH 

T the Newport, R. I., bench show the 
4 Irish terrier dog Champion Beckside 
Begorra, the property of Col. John G. 
Bates, of Morristown, N. J., again won 
the cup for the best dog in the show, the 


| special prize for the best of the opposite 


| Farm 


| Walnut 


going to the greyhound bitch, Cold Spring 
Fascinating Witch. 30th were 
handled by the Liveseys, who also sold 
their winning wire-haired fox terrier dog, 
Master Key, for approximately 
$1,000, to Charles Ridsdale of the Tin- 
tern Kennels, Philadelphia, who has gone 
into partnership with the widely known 
veteran of the international dog show 
rings, Jack Spedding, for seventeen years 


; associated with Alf Delmont’s first-class, 





all-round show kennel at Wynnewood, 
Pa. The Irish terrier, Beckside Begorra, 


|} won the best in show cup for the fourth 


time on this occasion, and it must be 
written that he is a highly typical speci- 
men, well on the leg and good in the 
harshness of his coat which is of the de- 
sired red in color. A big racing Irish 
terrier of the right type, he is very hard 
to beat; and, as a shower, he stands over 
all his ground. His whole make up, in 
a way, demonstrates the deviltry of his 


| breed. The Irish terrier has long ceased 





to be a below ground or earth-going ter- 
rier. He is now too big and leggy for 
the legitimate work of any so called 
“terrier.” Still all this is the direct re- 
sult of the breeder’s ideal of quite a 
quarter of a century ago when they called 
for “racy” terriers, and a different sort 
of dog than what would savor of what 
is and was known as the fox terrier type. 
In this connection, it might be mentioned 
that there is now considerable interest in 
the old-fashioned blue Irish terrier. 
Classes are given for them at some of 
the Irish shows. So that this variety of 
the old breed should be encouraged Irish 
breeders of the blue dog asked the Ken- 
nel Club on the other side to legitimize 
the blue puppies whelped during the war, 
or born during the time of the ban of the 
K. C. against breeding more dogs, so as 
to conserve the food for humans; but 
the edict of the K. C. was inexorable, 
and the puppies arriving at that time in 
Ireland or anywhere else cannot be rec- 
ognized in the stud books of the ruling 
kennel authority across the seas, 


BIRD DOGS AT NEWPORT 

HERE was a splendid entry of Eng- 

lish setters at the show of the Rhode 
Island Kennel Club held in the beautiful 
Casino Grounds at Newport, R. I. James 
Anderson, of Jersey City, judged and took 
off his coat to do the work. He was quick 
and smart over his decisions, but the ab- 
sence of ring numbers from the arms of 
exhibitors or handlers made it most dif- 
ficult for the onlookers to identify the 
dogs, possessed even as they were of the 
official catalogues. In American-bred 


dogs the Willow Brook Kennels won with 
Ben Butler, a blue-ticked, handsome setter, 
good in head, bone, style and size. Sec- 
ond went to the same kennels’ Jeff, a nice 
lemon-marked dog with a bold outline, 
not possessing the feather of the winner, 
but a first class sort. Arthur Curtis 
James’ Beacon Hill Blighty and Blimp 
were third and reserve. The former is a 
blue marked dog, rather coarse in head, 
and he doesn’t stand well in front, Blimp, 
is somewhat short in head, but was put 
down in beautiful form and coat. In the 
limit class for dogs, the Willow Brook 
again won with John G., a_ blue-ticked 
one, rather short in head and gay in car- 
riage of stern. Willow Brook Paul was 
second. He was in good, hard condition, 
but lacking in coat and out of the form 
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Photo: Tauskey 
Irish Terrier Dog, Champion Blarney Beckside 
Jegorra. Best dog, a!l_ breeds, Newport, R. L., 


Show. Owner: Col. John G. Bates. 


required in a show dog. Ernest Phillips’ 
Nemo came third. He is a good boned, 
ribbed, sensible-headed setter, rather slack 
in his loin condition on that day. Reserve 
in the open class went to Willow Brook 
Rob, a wide-fronted lemon-marked dog 
of no great importance for bench show 
purposes. We heard he was a capital 
working dog and Mr. Tyler’s favorite 
shooting companion, even of all the in- 
mates in this large and important kennel 
superintended by the veteran Joe Lewis, 
at Beverly, Mass. 


SOME RARE SETTER TYPE 


HEN we came to the open class 

dogs there was excellent type to 
survey. The chosen winner was Cham- 
pion Willow Brook Rock, a clean-shoul- 
dered, handsome, blue-ticked and _tan- 
marked dog carrying a lot of loose skin 
about the throat, and this seemed to ac- 
centuate his lack of finish and depth of 
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foreface. Otherwise this dog is quite re- 
markable, but loses altogether in head 
properties to his kennel mate, Jeff, the 
second prize taker. Jeff is a 1913 dog, 
so we must take into consideration his 
years, and these he showed in his some- 
what stiff or lack of agility in his move- 
ment in the ring. We take Jeff as an ex- 
cellent example of the true type of the 
English setter. He is lemon or orange 
marked, and big in bone; good legs and 
feet; capital, long head, good body, set-on 
of stern, and faultless outline, with his 
three-quarter and beautifully carried flag. 
The length and finish of this dog’s skull 
and foreface will be at once remarked, 
and he could have won if “type” had been 
the sole idea of the adjudicator. William 
Thom’s Real’s Devo was third. He is a 
big-boned, active bold, blue- 
ticked dog with a good sort of head, al- 
though rather thick in skull for some 
tastes as a show setter. John G., de- 
scribed above, was third, and the others 
in the class have been mentioned before. 
In novice bitches, Frederick Hays won 
with Belle of Alderbrook, a big bitch with 
a good body, but a long, poorly finished 
face. Willow Brook Noble Lady came 
next. She is a smart and well-made one, 
all on quality lines, but built as a model; 
a handsome, blue-ticked and tan-headed 
one; she was a good shower with capital 























° Photo: Tauskey 

Greyhound bitch, Cold Spring Farm Fascinating 

Witch. Best bitch in Show, Newport, R. I. 
Owner: J. Z. Batten. 


ribs and loins and fair hind quarters— 
she was light in thighs which probably 
kept her from winning over Belle of Al- 
derbrooke. H. E. Place’s Mallwyd Bess 
was third, but this lemon-marked bitch 
with a poor head bears little if any re- 
semblance to any of the dogs and bitches 
of this well-known strain ever yet looked 
over by the present writer. 


HANDSOME SETTER BITCHES 
N the American-bred bitch class Dr. 

Horace P. Beck won with Sue’s Lady 
3etty by Phillips’ Dash, out of Sandy’s 
Sue. Betty was whelped April, 1918, so 
is about 2% years old. She is blue-ticked 
with great bone, good body, deep ribs, 
splendid feather, first-class quarters and 
the right kind of tail. An extremely well- 
shown specimen she won well over Wil- 
low Mount Vermont Rose, second, a small 
lemon-ticked one, and a good match for 
Willow Brook Rose, third. Attleboro’s 
Nellie was reserve for the same kennel. 
She is a heavily blue-ticked bitch, good 
in body, but poor in head. Lorillard 
Spencer’s Pearl was absent as was Sandy 
Brook Freckles and H. E. Place’s Glad 
Gyp. In limit bitches Sue’s Lady Betty 
again won, and this time over the im- 
ported Willow Brook Lady Saffron, a 
blue-ticked one, a bit light in foreface 
and not in the best of form. Attleboro 
Nellie, light and lacking in finish before 




















Airedale 


“The One Man Dog” 


An Airedale Terrier is the Dog 
Supreme for Companionship, for 
Watch Dog purposes, and Sur- 
passes Every Other Dog on Earth 
as a Companion for Children. The 
all round dog of the times for city 
or country, a Useful Canine Citizen. 
We offer country bred, farm raised 
puppies from registered thorough- 
bred stock; a full grown male, and 
a full grown female already served 
by a registered stud. 


These are the rats dug out and killed by a Vibert Airedale Terrier in less than two hours 





Terriers 
“The Dog That Thinks’ 


Finest ALL ROUND hunter on 
earth, BAR NONE. Unsurpassed 
for coon, skunk, opossum, better 
for rabbits than rabbit hound, best 
retriever, land, water. Will point, 
fine on quail, pheasant, partridge. 
Used extensively on deer, cougar, 
mountain lion, bear, endorsed by 
ROOSEVELT and Rainey. An 
“honest” dog. We have best hunt- 
ing stock on earth, puppies, grown 
dogs. 





PROMPT SHIPMENT 


Hunter of Big Game. At Stud. Fee $25. 





SAFE DELIVERY 


This is the Home of the World Famous International Champion Kootenai Chinook,the 
Only American Bred international Champion Airedale in the World and a Splendid 


We have a litter sired by the above stud ready for shipment RIGHT NOW. 
Illustrated Booklet and Price List on Request 


VIBERT KENNELS 


Box 23A, WESTON, NEW JERSEY, Phone Bound Brook 397 
LARGEST EXCLUSIVE AIREDALE TERRIER KENNEL IN THE WHOLE WORLD 


SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 








The Unprecedented Success of All Kinds of Dogs 


Professionally handled and owned by me at all 

shows throughout the United States and Canada, 

is a GuaRANTEE of the Genurneness of the Dogs 

I possess or am interested in. 

mrp Hatmep Fox Terriers, Atrepaes, and 

Irish Ternsers of the very best. For SaLe and at 
Srup. Importing at all times. Apply to 
ALF. DELMONT 

Lezps Kennets, Wynnewood, Pa. 





Registered Airedale Bitch 


in whelp to Ch Tintern Tip Top. Also 
Puppies by him from a King Nobbler bitch. 


CASWELL KENNELS 
Toledo, Ohio 














“Whose Dog ” Sam’! | 


The CHAMPION NAME-ON 
Collar tellsata glance. Best- 
quality oak-tanned leather, 
Fit guaranteed. Style No. 1 
$1.00; No. 8, $1.50—postpaid. 
Give NECK MEASUREMENT 
and NAME wanted "Se nd 
for list of other styles.’ 


HUMANE SUPPLY co. 











333B—S. Dearborn St. Chicago 


AIREDALES 
PUPPIES and GROWN DOGS 
from championed pedigreed 
stock. A few quality dogs. 
Puppies, $35 and up 
CHAMPION NEVILLES 
DOUBLE at stud 
Send for particulars 





SEWICKLEY, PA, 




















AMSTERDAM KENNELS 


262 West 4ist St., New York City 
Reliable modern kennels offers large selection Airedales, 
Irish terriers, Fox terriers, Wire-haired terriers, York- 
shire, Sealyhams, Scotch terriers, French bulls, English 
bulls, Bostons, Bull terriers, Chows, Police dogs, Great 
Danes, St. Bernards, Newfoundlands, Collies, Pekingese, 
Pomeranians, Poodles, Black and Tans, Pointers, Setters 
and Hounds, and all other breeds. Prices reasonable. 





Safe shipment guaranteed. Correspondence invited. 


THERE IS NO BETTER KENNEL IN 


WHY poem A 
LIONHEART. ‘AIREDALE 


“Bred for brains and fit to show” 
Let us prove to you with testimonials from reli- 
able men throughout America who have put them 
to every conceivable use, that they are the best 
to be See. 
Write for puppy list and literature. 


LIONHEART KENNELS, Box 1412, Anaconda, Mont. 
THE COUNTRY 


We have new, modern and sanitary kennel buildings, and we have 22 running yards. 
We give the best of feed, and we give all over-boarded dogs weekly exercise in the field. 


We have all dogs weekly eramined by a Veterinary. 


We have large running yards to all individual rooms, and we have all kennel buildings heated in the winter 
OGS FRIEND 


time. IF YOU CONSIDER YOUR 


you would not like to have them chained up or locked in a small yard all the month you have them 


boarded. 


Therefore, send them to a kennel where they will be taken care of—send them to 


ROBS FARMS KENNELS, Manager, ALFRED L. HARDER VERNON, IND. Ter™s: Board. $10.00 monthly and 


*$20.00 for board and training. 
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TEN-A-SEE FARM KENNELS 


THE HOME OF 


U. R. FISHEL’S NOTED POINTERS 


“The World’s Best Bird Dogs”’ 


Breed, rear and train Pointers exclusively. 
Our two hundred high-class shooting dogs, 
brood bitches and puppies are the very 
best and will please the most exacting. 
You will want one this fall, of course, so 
order NOW and not be disappointed as 
the demand for good dogs is greater than 
the supply. Every dog is guaranteed—try 
him and if not perfectly satisfactory return 
him and your money will be refunded. 
No other kennel makes such a liberal guar- 
antee. We know our dogs are the best and 
are not afraid to put them to the test. You 
will eventually buy one of our pointers— 
Why not now? Write your wants, please. 

Webster Price, Manager; W. E. Lucas, 
E. G. Merritt, Jr., and assistants, Educators. 


Address TEN-A-SEE FARM KENNELS 
Box 0668, Paris Paris, Tennessee S.Barton Lasater, Prep. 


WIRE-HAIRED FOX 
TERRIERS AT STUD 


The International British Conejo Scoutmaster, 


Champion Wycollar Boy, Fee $25. 
Fee $50. Conejo Rebellion, 
Champion Wireboy of Fee $25 
Paignton, Conejo Parcel Post, 
Fee $50. Fee $25. 
Conejo Diplomat, Conejo Inspector, 
Fee $25. Fee $25. 


Puppies by These Dogs Occasionally for Sale 
Address 
CONEJO KENNELS 


Chas. Trayford, Mgr. Huntington, L. I. 
Telephone 290 Huntington 


Chesapeake Bay 


Retrievers 


Trained Dogs and puppies from 
working stock for sale. 


LAKE KENNEL 


MEDICINE LAKE MONTANA 


All Communications to 








offer for sate my four rabbit dogs. These 

dogs are not kennel dogs, but dogs that 
I have kept for my own use. All of these 
dogs are finished shooting dogs and will run 
a rabbit until he is shot or holed. I will send 
anywhere on a week’s trial. 


HAROLD B. WATKINS 


725 N. Bromley Avenue Seranton, Pa. 


Wanted—Cocker Spaniel 


for hunting partridge; must stand 
trial; money deposited; age under four 
years. Will pay good price for A-1 dog. 


C.N. QUINN, 179 Weybosset’St., Providence, R. I. 


THE BLUE GRASS 


FARM KENNELS 
OF BERRY, KENTUCKY 


offer for sale, Setters and Pointers, Fox and Cat Hounds, 
Wolf and Deer Hounds, Coon and Opossum Hounds, 
Varmint and Rabbit Hounds, Bear and Lion Hounds; also 


I WIL L not t be able to hunt this year and 











Airedale Terriers All dogs shipped on trial, purchaser 
to judge the quality Satisfaction guaranteed or money 
refunded. Sixty-eight page. highly illustrated. instructive 


and interesting catalogue for ten cents in stamps or coin. 





The Dog With the Nose 
He Finds the Cripples 


IRISH WATER SPANIELS 


The best duck dog. I breed worke s from 
registered stock. Puppies, youngsters and ‘rained 
dogs. 
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third. Pearl 


the eye, was was again 
marked an absentee. When it came to 
winners, Sue’s Lady Betty carried the 
day amidst considerable applause, with 
Southboro Saffron in the reserve place. 
The Irish setters were not numerous. 
In dog puppies Mrs, F. M. Godwin’s 


Michael won and afterward took reserve 
in the winners’ class. This son of Cham- 
pion Midwood Red Jacket and Rose is 
full of promise. Pat of Dungannon, 3 
property of Capt. G. H. Dayton, U. S. 

second in the open dog class, is of da 
tiful color and type, but had to give way 
to Dr. J. D. De Ronde’s Tyrone Laddie, 
another high-class redcoat, excellent in 
color, coat and outline. Michael Flynn’s 
Miss Glendyne walked -over in two 
classes, and was then placed reserve to 
R. F. Johnston’s well known and capital 
representative Champion Flossie Kelly. 
There were no Gordon setters and the 
pointers were not numerous, the best of 
the latter being the excellent Queen, the 
property of James F. McKay. Queen is a 
well-made white and liver weighing about 
46 pounds, with a good stamp of pointer- 
head, nice expression and color of eyes; 
indeed, the daughter of Champion Ded- 
ham Jeff and Vick V, is an altogether 
well-made one and as level as can be. 
The only pointer dog present was Henry 
W. Langrill’s Agawa Black Jack, a black 


| and white dog with capital bone and a 


good sort of head. H. E. Place’s bitch 
Comanche Pride, is a smart little one, 
but would not show, and Mrs. J. F. Suth- 
erland’s Patricia, second to Queen, is a 
well-made white and liver with a good 
body, but light foreface. 


THE SPRINGER RIVINGTON JOE 
N our September issue the importation 
of the springer spaniel, Rivington Joe, 

was duly noted. The Shooting Times, 

London, has the following anent this dog 

which arrived in pretty fair condition: 
Mr. C. A. Phillips’ English springer 

dog, Rivington Joe, by Ch. Rivington 

Sam ex Susie of the Cairnies, was shipped 

last Wednesday, per steamship Adriatic, 

to Major Max Fleischmann, of Santa 

Barbara, Cal. It will be recalled that 

this young dog was entered to compete at 

the last Spaniel Club Field Trials held 
over the estate of Capt. H. A. Van Berg- 
en at Attingham Park, near Shrewsbury, 
but at the last moment he had to be with- 
drawn owing to illness. Fortunately he 
recovered from a bad attack of jaundice, 
but it was some little time before he quite 

recovered. He was bred by Mr. L. D. 

Wigan on February 13, 1919, and has been 

broken by Thompson up to field trial 

form. Major Max Fleischmann requires 

Joe for quail shooting,-and he could not 

have chosen a better dog, as Joe is a per- 

severing, honest worker, with a big heart, 
and will face the thickest covert: in fact, 
he is such an excellent dog in the field 
that his late owner would not have parted 
with him except to go out of the country. 


THE GERMAN SHEEP DOG 
BOOM 


T one time, it was said, that the war 

would break the German sheep dog in 
America; the fact is the war has made 
him! There were, of course, many of 
the best or near best here before this 
country went into active hostilities, and 
notwithstanding the A. K. C. decided to 
change the name of the breed into “Shep- 
herd Dogs” alone, a distinct misnomer, 
to the minds of so many of us, the breed 
has gone on and prospered amazingly 
throughout the country. There is also a 
great rush for this breed in England, 
where it is known by the name of Alsatian 


PERCY K.SWAN Box 30 Chico, Calif. | wolf dog, there being some sort of a 





story that a certain Alsatian monk or 
priest crossed a wolf onto a native dog, 
thus founding the Alsatian breed. When 
American soldiers returned from Europe, 
several of them brought back captured 
German ambulance dogs and French red 
foxes. The vulpines were generally sold 
to the naturalists’ shops at the ports of 
landing, but the boys stuck to their dogs, 
many of which were well-trained. And it 
was from such an incident or two of 
this sort that America now possesses the 

















Photo: Tauskey 
Head Stady of English Springer Spaniel Dog, 
Rivington Joe. Owner: Major Max Fleischmann. 


best dog and bitch of 1919 the grand 
champions of Germany, Austria and Hol- 
land! It is the custom to hold an annual 
grand championship show in Germany, 
and at this event the great gold medal is 
awarded, three judges going over the 
forty or fifty champions of each sex in 
the minutest way possible. It was in 
this way that Dolf von der Donersbruck 
won in Germany and Holland and Aus- 
tria. This dog is now the property of 
P. A. B. Widener, of Elkins Park, Pa., 
who gave over $15,000 for the black and 

















Photo: Tauskey 
English Springer Spaniel, Rivington Joe. Owner: 
Major Max Fleischmann, 


tan specimen, which in all probability 
will be seen at the specialty show on Octo- 
ber 15 and 16 at Elkins Park. Mr. Wide- 
ner also purchased the bitch champion of 
champions, Debora von Weimar, a winner 
of twenty-seven first and special prizes, 
and taker of the Austrian championship 
in May last; also at Berlin this year. 
Both of the new Widener dogs are black 
and tan in color. This fact might have 
something to do with a change in the 
fashion here, it having been customary 
to look with most favor on the wolf-grey 
specimens. Dolf v. d. Donersbruck, in 


Europe, was a winner of forty-seven first 
and special prizes, including the German 
at the specialty or 


Government Prize, 
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’ Sick Dogs Made Well | 


t’s Dog Medicines. Sure 
Qek for and eet oe Condition Pills, a tonic, 60e; 
Flea Soap, 25c; Blood Purifier, 60c; Mange Med- 
icine, 65c; etc. At your dealer's, or by mail from us. 


Send 3¢ mailing cost A Medicine for 
or 


FR EE Sergeants 


D og Book DagMedicines 


containing accurate Ail- 
ment Chart and Treat- 
ment Directions. 


Polk Miller DrugCo.,Inc. 
Dept. 110 Richmond, Va. 


SPRATT’S 


DOG CAKES and PUPPY BISCUITS 
are the best for all breeds. 


Write for samples and send 2c for catalogue 
“Dog Culture’. 










Standard 








Newark, N. J. 


Your pointers or setters to train. 


SPRATT’S PATENT LIMITED 
I have the game and I[ am well 


WANTE experienced in the business. I 


also have some nice bird dogs for sale that do 
fine field work, and if you want rabbit hounds 
I’ve got the goods—the kind that runs a rabbit 
until he’s killed. These dogs were raised here in 
the country and can stand the work. I will send 
to you on trial and you can judge for yourself. 


0. K. KENNELS | MARYDEL, MD. 


Make Arrangements with 


RUDOLPH W. TAUSKEY 
For Art Photos of Your Dog 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Will come to 
your home. 


176 Fulton Street R. F. D. No. 1 
NEW YORK CITY MIDLAND PARK,N.J. 


High Bred Pointers 


I have for sale a litter of pups, seven months old. 
They have the blood of the world’s best pointers. 
The dam is “‘Kennedy’s Maude,’ No. 48853—she 
by “Young Fishel’s Frank.” The sire is “John 
Case.” No. 40956—he by “John Procter.” If in- 
terested, write 


L. E. THEOBALD, Paducah, RR5, Ky. 


Coonhounds and 
Combinaticn Hunters 
for Coon,Opossum,Skunk 
Squirrel, etc. Big game 

ands, rabbit nds, 
Airedales, Young and 
trained stock. 

Catalog ten cents 

COVINDALE KENNELS 
Covington Tenn 


Wire Haired Fox Terriers At Stud 


CROYDON RADIUM 

By Champion Wire Boy of Paignton, ex 
Croydon Busy Wire. Fee $25 

Puppies and young stock occasionally for sale. 


Heathcote Kennels, Scarsdale, N. Y. 
Proprietor: Herbert Curtis, P.O. Box 362. Tel. Scarsda + 296 
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RELIABLE SELECTION OF BROKEN 
GUN DOGS FOR SALE 


No. 1. Solid dark-liver colored English Setter male; weight, 55 pounds; past five years old; a past master on 
grouse, wocdcock and quail; has had hundreds killed over him; hunts perfectly to gun; excellent nose; staun 

to both shot and wing; points dead, and sometimes he retrieves; broken to heel, drop, come in and go out at com- 
mand; very obedient; house and car broken; kind disposition, Price $165.00. No papers with him, but he is from 


the best of shooting stock. 


No. 2. A fine dark-red Irish Setter bitch, registered, and one of the best of breeding. Now showing in whelp 


and due about Octuber 


She is a wonderful worker, gocd nose, can find birds; does not retrieve but finds dead; 


is three years old; fine style and a rare producer; is steady to shot when she sees a dead bird fall. This biteh 
is bred to my private shooting and stud dog. Price $275.00. 


No. 3. Orange belton English Setter bitch; show type; registered, past two years old, and a very fine one doing 
best of work; close, careful worker, gocd nose; will be ready to deliver by October 10; a finished, broken dog 
on grouse and woodcock only; the kind we like; is medium size, nice, kind fellow. Price $300.00. 


No. 4. Light white and orange ticked English Setter, two years old; best of type, well bred and registered; 
another rare shooting deg; will be ready to deliver same date as No. 3; will be a dog to get birds with; 


medium size; short coupled fellow. Price $275.00. 


No. 5. Gordon Setter, three years old, a perfect-broken grouse and woodcock dog; works close; careful in thick 
cover right to gun; very obedient; good nose; both steady to shot and wing; fine, tender-mouthed; retrieves at 
command. This is a rare one in his training; broken to heel, sit, drop, come in and go out; house and car 


broken and nice companion. Price $500.00. 


No. 6. Fine, handsome black and white male Pointer, 


four years old, now; a dog of the rarest bird-finding 


quality; an excellent nose; a hard worker, bench show type, staunch on his points, backs another dog at sight, 
and an elegant retriever but breaks shot to* get dead birds. This dog is above the average as bird finding and 
shooting dog, and one that is worth owning. Price $400.00. 


No. 7. Very handsome, large, 55-pound liver and white Pointer, male, five years old; registered; great shooting 
dog, under perfect control at all times and easily handled; hunts to gun; fast, snappy, high-headed, staunch and 
steady to shot and wing; tender-mouthed retriever; broken to drop, heel, come in and go out; retrieve at com- 
mand; an all day and every day dog; works grouse, quail and woodcock; great companion and stud deg; both 
house and car broken; also a prize winner on the bench; six generations’ certified breeding goes with him. $350.00, 


No. 8. Chesapeake Bay Retriever, three years old past; 


dead-grass color, and I believe the best I ever saw; 


will lay in blind all day, while you are shooting, and only go out and retrieve upon command; is a careful, 


tender-mouthed one on his birds, and is perfectly broken. 


No further use for him. Some sportsman who wants 


nothing but the best dog for his duck-shooting should own this dog. $450.00. 


No. 9. Five fine dark-red Irish Setter bitches, three months old, eligible to register; from my best stud Cog 
and broken shooting bitch; the kind that point and hunt naturally. They are bargains; act quick. $35.00 each. 


No. 10. Handsome brace female Beagles from the best of field blocd; true to type; evenly marked brown, 


white and tan; the 14-inch kind 
raised. $40.00 the pair, or $20.00 each. 


This will make a brace of rabbit dogs if given a chance; they are country 


No. 11. Excellent brace of Fox-hounds, black and tan, five years old; black, white and spotted; one three years 
old. There have been many great races made by this brace, staying as long as two days and a night at a time. They 
are good, quick starters and good runners; good loud voices; have been left here at my kennels for sale, on 


account of owner unable to use them, through ill health. 
for the brace, or $60.00 each. 


I don’t know when I have seen a better brace. $100.00 


I still have some of the dogs advertised in last month’s issue of Field and Stream, Every dog sold sound, healthy 
and as represented. No degs sent on trial at this time cf year. We are willing to show anyone interested all dogs 


on game here on the preserve. Enclose stamps for reply. 


Post Office 
G. H. RYMAN, Shohola Falls, Pennsylvania 


Wiring Address, Lackawaxen, Pennsylvania 





BUCKHORN-AIREDALES 


Pups are raised in the Open 
and are Hardy, Vigorous and 
Gamekind. Thehunting in- 
stinct is Bred in the Bone. 


Guarantee, Breeding, Safe 
Delivery and Satisfaction. 


Classy Puppy Stock for Sale 
at all times. 


Dr. Deacon Willows, Calif. 








Marvelous Tonic For All Dogs 


Perfectly Harmless: Don’t Physic. Weak Puppies 
Made Perfect. 

They give the Condition that Wins: Showing, Cours- 
ing, Dog Racing. 

Unequaled anywhere. Reliable, Economical, Lasting. 
READ THIS: 
Dear Mr. Lloyd: ay 18, . 

1 enclose check for 5 boxes of your Condition Pills. 
They are equally as good for mature dogs as for puppies. 

(Mrs.) ELLEN D. F. T. GLADDING. 

NOTE: The supreme condition of Mrs. Gladding’s 
dogs at all shows is one of the most remarked fea- 
tures of these exhibitions, Lioyd’s Tonic is used 
exclusively. 

One Dollar a Box, postpaid. 

FREEMAN LLOYD 
BOX 12, STAPLETON, STATEN ISLAND, N. Y. 


Borrodale, Thompson, Conn. 
M 18, 1 








WILDWOOD KENNELS 
At Stud $25.00 


CROMPTON GOLD HEELS 


A beautifully colored Airedale, black sad- 
dle, fine snappy carriage and beautiful 
dark brown eyes. Good, true action. Has 
finest disposition, and is most teachable 
dog to be found. Has much Oorang and 
Colne blood behind him, nine champions 
in three generations, including Ch. Gold 
Heels, and Ch. Crompton Oorang. 
Puppies for sale from above and 
Tintern Tip Top blood. 


SUMNER R. HOOPER, Kineo, Maine 


Splendidly Trained Hunting Airedale 


a grandson of Ch. Judge Dexter, especially good 
on squirrel and partridge. Also an imported female 
of royal blood due to whelp Oct. 9. Good hunter 
and retriever. I have also a beautiful type young 
bitch by the great eastern dog, Brookhaven Laddie. 
All registered and guaranteed. Photos 5c each. 


WM. J. MACAULEY, Trempealeau, Wis. 




















(1) QUICKWORK MANGE, FLEA and SKIN 
SOAP, a soluble sulpho-eresol cleansing and healing 
soap that kills fleas the instant it touches them and 
immediately relieves the itching of and permanently 
cures all ordinary skin affections. A wonderful coat 
grower. Price $1.10 postpaid, large can. 


QUICKWORK DOG REMEDIES 


Put up by the largest kenne! of its kind n the world where they are in constant practical use and where they were developed 
by actual trial on over eight thousand dogs before placing upon the market. Compounded from the purest drugs that 
money can buy and developed FOR THE BENEFIT OF THE DOG and to protect him against some of ‘he harsh, 
impure preparat‘ons which of'en njure and sometimes ki!l the faithful animals to which they are given 


The Three Quickwork Leaders Which Every Dog Owner Should Have On Hand Are: 


(2) QUICKWORK CONDITION POWDER, 
the ideal conditioner and tonic, purifies the blood, 
cleanses the stomach, and keeps the dog in perfect health 
and spirits. Makes dog eat. Valuable in the cure of 
skin troubles resulting from impure blood. Give once 
a week and insure your dog’s health. Helps puppies 
grow. Price $1.10 postpaid, large can. 


COMBINATION OFFER ON THE THREE PREPARATIONS ALL ORDERED AT THE SAME TIME $3.00 








Postpaid upon receipt of check, money order or cash. 


QUICKWORK LABORATORIES 


P. O. BO 
CIRCULAR UPON REQUEST. 





Other preparations; Rheumatism Cure $2.10 pcstpaid, Distemper treatment $5 
H. VIBERT, Proprieto 


Are SURE, SAFE 
BENEFICIAL 


(3) QUICKWORK WORM CAPSULES used 
on thousands of puppies and grown dogs without one 
failure or fatality Can be given safely to pups as 
young as four weeks. Simple to give, powerful in its 
action, safe and harmless. Works inside of an hour. 
Gets all the worms. Price $1.10 postpaid for enough 
to worm six grown dogs or twelve puppies. 


7. BOUND BROOK, N. J. 














632 


Champion .« Imported Shepherd Dogs 
(POLICE DOGS) 




















JOSELLE KENNELS 


ELKINS Park, Pa A. B. Wippner, Owner 


Offers at Stud To a limited number 


of approve * "ee 


CH. BERO OF ELMVIEW No 232.520 


SIRE DA 
Int.Ch Apollo von Hun. nstein Ch. He pote we on , ar 
Grand Champion 1918 ch of quality 
A dog hard to fault 
A sire of whole gray puppies with Apollo's 
type and clean hindquarters FEE $50 
We wiil have several good pups for sale in the near 
future. wean re on request. 


ROUGH RIDER" OF REXDEN 


259,327 Price on request 


FEE $40 until one 


DAM 

Ch ~~. ve aa Hoheluft Lisette of Elkwood Park 
Grand Champion 1918 

A large dog of good type Age 17 months. A 
good dog for small bitches. a dog that is a winner 
in good company Why not breed your bitches to 
good dogs at a reasonable stud fee AND GET 
RESULTS? 

Bitches will not be served when stud fee does not 
accompany them. Booking ‘must oe be mac le in advance 





Return serewe grinted or money is unproductive 


Address Communications to LEWIS s WORDEN. Manager 








If It’s Dogs—Ask Us 


W. F. LIVESEY and SON 


Dogs boarded, 
conditioned and 
handled at prin- 
cipal shows. We 
have room for 
a few more(any 
breed) to take 
along. 

NOTE: Allithe 
Cold Spring 
Farm Grey- 
hounds are now 
in these kennels 
and for sale. Dogs, bitches, puppies; all ages 
for highest class show and coursing purposes. 
We negotiate sales and purchases on 10% basis. 
Satisfaction guaranteed. Further particulars 


I 
ape’ LIVESEY KENNELS 
185 Kings Road Madison, N. J. 











STUD IRISH SETTERS 


CHAMPION TYRONE LARRY 
C.K.¢ 19930, A.K.C. 278171 Sire, Champion 
Tyrone Terry; dam, Champion Sonora Norma. 
Dark red. Sire of high-class puppies for bench 
or field. Fee $25. Also. 

BALLYSHANNON 
A.K.C. 263289; F.D.S.B. 46752. Sire, imported 
Champion Volunteer; dam, Watland’s Mavour- 
neen. Dark red. Will win on the*bench and one 
of the fastest in the field. Fee $25. 
Puppies for Sale 
Kennels at Spring Valley, Rockland Co.. N. Y Address 


Dr. J. D. DE RONDE, 48 E. 89th St, NEW YORK 


GLENCHO KENNELS 


IRISH SETTERS 











At Stud: GLENCHO MORTY O’CALLAGHAN 
Imported: Racy: Typical: Wonderful Action: Keen 


Worker. 
Fee $25. 
Mrs. EB. ALBAN Ss 

Country Club titehonnaee sibeeee 


ag ne of Field and 
pies SEE ae in advance. 
STURD peee 
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championship show this year. In conse- 
quence of the great call for dogs of this 
breed, a government official has been ap- 
pointed, and his instructions are, it is 
said, to prevent the best dogs from leav- 
ing Germany. In the case of the Wide- 
ner dogs, it was allowed they were rl 
the purposes of a private kennel, and, 
that way, it is reported, they were hey 
mitted to cross. Young Mr. Widener, 
named for his distinguished grandfather, 
Peter Widener, has called his kennels 
The Joselle, this nomenclature being a 
combination of the Christian names of 
his father and mother, Joseph and Ella. 
These quarters near Philadelphia bid fair 
to be one of the most remarkable kennels 
the world has ever known. 


THE REVIVAL OF DOG RACING 


HE first American Derby run off at 

the Vermont State Fair will surely 
mark an epoch in the whippet dog-racing 
of this country. There is nothing faster 
at his weight in the way of dogs than 
the whippet or poor man’s race horse, 
as he has often been called. If you go 
dog-racing, you must expect a little of 
in and out running, especially where there 
is much wagering. It is a quick game, 
and there are many sharp practices, such 
as stopping dogs in their running. The 
sport or pastime of whippet racing, prop- 
erly conducted and under the egis of such 
gentlemen who looked after the Vermont 
meeting, cannot fail to be appreciated by 
the lovers of real sport and fast-running 
dogs; for when a dog runs his 200 yards 
in 12 seconds flat, it will be found that 
he has been traveling at the remarkable 
rate of 16 yards and 24 inches a second. 
A first-class 18- pounds dog or bitch will 
accomplish this fast pace, and there is 
nothing else that can do quite the same. 
Whippets in racing are handicapped ac- 
cording to their weights, sex and per- 
formances. A bitch is sometimes 2 yards 
faster than a dog of the same weight in 
200 yards. The whippet as a _ rabbit 
catcher is of the quick and lively order. 
They can get down to their game, and 
not tumble over it, as will the longer- 
legged greyhound. That the whippet can 
use its nose is well known. In the case 
of a rough-haired bitch named Beauty— 
she was very like a miniature deerhound, 
and weighing around 21 pounds, she 
could wind a rabbit in her form at a dis- 
tance of ten yards, especially if the scent 
was above her; for she would throw up 
her head and walk right across a road, 
go to the off side, make a terrific drive, 
and if her jaws missed the fur it would 
generally fall to the waiting gun. A cu- 
rious thing about this whippet was she 
would, if given a chance, crunch every 
bone in the body of a full-grown rabbit 
she had chopped or run down; on the 
other hand, she would mouth and toss a 
half-grown rabbit just as a cat plays with 
a mouse. At night she was a demon, 
and could catch a rabbit feeding on her 
own ground, and 150 yards away from 
cover or burrow. That means fast-going, 
and alone will demonstrate that the whip- 
pet is a wonderful little dog. 


WHIPPETS AND GREYHOUNDS 
IN TRAINING 
N training a running dog much de- 
pends on the health of the dog. Take 
notice of the state of his bowels, and as- 
certain whether the liver is in good, ac- 
tive order. When a dog is passing water 
you can at once see if the kidneys are 
working properly. If the urine is of a 


clear straw-color you may rest assured 
they are all right, but if of a dark, thick 
yellow color the dog must be seen to at 


once, for nothing will throw a dog out of 
order sooner than blocked kidneys. The 
complaint can easily be remedied by giv- 
ing some well-boiled onions in the food. 

We would also suggest boiling in the 
food a parsnip or two to act on the liver. 
A dose of physic may be resorted to just 
to clear the dog out; but afterwards the 
two vegetables mentioned above, with 
cleanliness, will do all that is necessary. 
If the liver is wrong there will be a dry 
nose and the white of the eye bloodshot. 
If due to an overloaded stomach, a sim- 
ple remedy is to give the dog a piece of 
washing soda the size of a small nut, 
this will act at once as an emetic and 
remove the bile from the stomach. An 
hour or so afterwards a dessert-spoonful 
of castor oil and syrup of buckthorn 
mixed will put matters right. There is 
no necessity to stop a dog in his work. 

In training the whippet one thing to do 
is to walk him sharply the distance you 
think he can do, which you will find out 
from his feeding and constitution. If 
he is a heavy feeder you will have to gal- 
lop him oftener than a light-hearted one. 
Take him on to a nice piece of level 





The Whippet Bitch, Seenden Admiration. 
Owner: Felix Agnus ser. 


grass, where he will play and gallop him- 
self into form, getting over a lot of 
ground, and at the same time doing sharp 
work, which is one of the great things in 
training whippets. If you have to give 
them long walking exercise they will not 
only get slow, but lose dash at the finish, 
which is so essential in whippet-racing. 
When commencing to train be careful not 
to gallop whippets too often before they 
are fit enough to sprint the distance with- 
out their appearing tired, as this makes 
them finish badly and grow false. 


THE GREYHOUND FORM 


HERE is something about the glori- 

ous form of the greyhound that im- 
diately attracts the eye of man and wom- 
an alike. The sportsman looks upon the 
long tail’s make and shape as the apo- 
theosis or ideal of the animal that shall 
run, overtake and pick up or pull down 
the speediest of the furred and horn- 
hoofed animals. The greyhound in the 
eye of the woman is admired because of 
its extreme elegance, its graceful shape, 
and easy action of movement. Petted, the 
greyhound is often a most fawning crea- 
ture, but the best of them will sometimes 
run riot, and seize a cat before miladi 
can stop her lithesome and quick-sighted 
canine companion. Greyhounds have 
been winning cup after cup at our shows 
when they should have been elsewhere, 
and having muscles put on their flabby 
thighs, or developing of second thighs 
that had to all appearances disappeared 
because of a life of complete ease, and 
their never having the chance to look 
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IRISH TERRIERS 














Blarney’s Beckside Begorra 
AT STUD FEE $25 
Highest Class Stock Only, and Sometimes for Sale 
JOHN G. BATES 
100 Broadway,N. Y.C. 


SETTERS—A SPECIALTY 


have left for sale a few very choicely bred 
Llewellin and English —, pups, sired by that 
great stud dog GLAD HAWK, No. 31080, and 
out of dams that produce natural-born bird dogs. 
Best of stock and priced right. Send for lists. 
Enclose stamps. 


Thoroughbred Setter Kennels 
Edgewood, 
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Thoroughly Broken 


BEAGLE HOUNDS 


guaranteed good hunters and 
not gun shy. 


WARREN S. HENDERSON, Downingtown, Pa. 
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“FOX-FOOTED” 


Means Absolutely Noiseless 





THE BARKER 
HUNTING SHOE 


is as noiseless as a hunting shoe can be when 
worn by mortal hunte: 


Lishinets and pliability make it 
the equal of the Indian soft- 
tanned moccasin for silence and 
sure footedness. 


Uppers, soft and pliable, of finest 
tan box calf, silk stitched to 
pure Para Rubber bottoms 
spoclutey FEELS" LOOKS 

IGHT, RIGHT, 
WEARS RIGH 





Without heel, 8-in. top, 10-in. top, 16-in. top 
$8.30 $10.05 $15.40 
With hee! 8.60 10.35 15.75 
Ladies’ 12-in. top, with hee} 10.50 
Ladies’ 12-in. top, no heel 10.15 


We prefer to fill orders through 
dealers, but if your dealer does not 
carry the Barker Hunting Shoe, 
send us his name or order direct. 


UNITED STATES RUBBER COMPANY 


BOSTON BRANCH: 


281-282 SUMMER STREET, 


BOSTON 



















We are Wholesale and Retail Dealers and Fanciers 


DOGS "= DOGS 


DEPENDABLE 


Melrose Kennels 


Always ready—on quick 
call—to supply you the very dog you want. 


353 East 138th Street, New York 


COON, ’POSSUM, SQUIRREL, 
RABBIT AND FOX-HOUNDS 


Not kennel dogs, but raised and trained in the 
mountains where there is game. Thoroughly 
trained and Guaranteed to please. A few Coon- 
hound Pups, ready to work this fall, at $25.00 
each. If you want a Real hound for this fall’s 


hunting, write to 
THOMAS R. LEE | CRUM, KY. 
FOR SALE 


25 very nice Rabbit Hounds. 
3 Coon-Skunk-Opossum Dogs. 
4Fox Hounds, all well broken. 
Can furnish young stock also, 


Photos 25c. or photos and 
Amateur’: a  taemated Book, 
both for 50. 


HARRY WELSH 
Mayport, Clarion County, Pa. 


WESTMINSTER DOG SHOP 
318 WEST 42D STREET 


Largest and most sanitary kennel in city; always 100 
puppies and grown dogs on hand; poodles, Pekingese, 
Pomeranians, Prince Charles, Spitz, cocker spaniels, 
black poodles, Irish setters, Airedales, Irish terriers, 
giant St. Bernards, bu!l terriers, collies, Bostons, French 
and English bulls; many others at lowest prices in city; 
visit our kennels and convince yourself; all kinds of 
stud dogs on hand; safe shipment anywhere; always 
open. 318 West 42d, New York. Phone Bryant 2714. 


Sportsmen: English Beagles 


Large-size beagles, rabbit hounds, fox hounds, 
coon, skunk and opossum hounds, bird dogs, pet 
and farm dogs, swine, pheasants, rabbits, pigeons, 
mice, etc. fe offer 100 varieties; all stock 
shipped on 10-days’ approval; satisfaction guar- 
anteed or money refunded. Circulars 10c. 


VIOLET HILL KENNELS, York, Pa. 
25 POUNDS OF 
STANDARD BRAND DOG FOOD 


Will be sent on trial for $1.75, cooked and ready to use. 
For young or matured stock. Results guaranteed. 
Used by leading kennelmen and recommended by vetert- 
































naries. Feed nothing else to your puppies. Keeps ken- 
neled dogs in best condition. For all breeds. oe to 
use—economical. Made of best materials. eeps in- 


definitely; $6.00 for 100 Ibs.; $17.00 for So Ibs. ; 
$26.25 for 500 Ibs.; $50.00 for 1000 lbs. 


Standard Kennel Food Co., Dept. 13, Battle Creek, Mich. 





American Dog Exchange 


137 East 12th St., New York City 
PHONE STUYVESANT 7313 


No dog misrepresented at this house, and don’t 
you forget it JOHN F. GALLOWAY, pro- 
prietor. All around international judge at the 
world’s greatest show, Westminster Kennel Club, 
New York; bringing out record entries never yet 
beaten; winner of challenge cups and gold. medal- 
ist for terriers and toy dogs, having raised several 
champions; patronized by Her Excellency the 
Duchess of Aberdeen. Intending purchasers can 
have the benefit of a lifetime experience; a choice 
selectior of dogs, puppies and angora cats always 
fo1 sale at popular prices, Let me have your confi- 
dence; it will pay you. I will supply you with any 
breed of dogs on shortest notice. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. Daily shipments to all parts of the world. 














AT STUD 


The Recently 
Imported 


Cairn Terrier 


BROC of 
MERCIA 


(14 POUNDS) 





y of 

Mrs. Payne Whitney 
Broc combines the good points of his grandparents, 
Champion Skye Crofter and Champion angley 
Tiggy. Wheaten in color, with dense black ears 
and mask. Fee $25. 

Also Champion Ardshead Gillie Cam and Green- 
tree Inverness Mac. 

ISAAC BLACK, Greentree Kennels 

Phone, Manhasset 361 Manhasset, N.Y. 








Kob’s Joe . . 











Wire Haired Pointing Griffens 


Champion Marquis de Merlimont . . Fee, $50 
Champion Suffield Hector .. . 


« « Fee, $50 
sek « 8 6» 6 0° 6 ee 


Puppies for Sale 


WILLIAM TALLMAN, Pleasantville, New York 














grouse and quail dog, fine retriever. $300. 
No. 25. 
living, a fine retriever. $400 
No. 26. 
worth double if he did. $150 


No. 27. 1 : 
extra good quail dogs and fine retrievers. 


No. 28. 


No. 29. BRACE REGISTERED POINTER 


dog, and retrieves part of the time only. 


No, 31. 
living, either sex. $50 each. 


D. ROSS CAPPS 


QUAIL and GROUSE DOGS 


No. 24. REGISTERED LLEWELLEN SETTER DOG, four years old, a crackerjack 


REGISTERED LLEWELLEN SETTER DOG, two and one-half years old, hand- 


some as an Oasthaus pene’ breeding second to none, and one of the sweetest quail dogs 


REGISTERED ENGLISH SETTER DOG, four years old, large, handsome, fast, 


wide, snappy, extra good — dog; finds all dead and cripples, but does not retrieve— 


REGISTERED BRACE POINTER eo three years old, fine conformation, 
$350 each. 


REGISTERED POINTER DOG, three years old, a very, very handsome dog and 
absolutely the best grouse and quail dog we own; extra good dead and cripple bird finder, 
but does not retrieve, therefore the low price, $175—cheap at double the price. 


BITCHES, three years old, due in season 


January 1 or later, excellent grouse and quail dogs, fine retrievers and fine brood bitches. 
We will allow a free stud service to our best stud dog. $200 each. 


No. 30. POINTER DOG, four years old; - peeerts but well bred; he is a first-class quail 
$12 


TEN REGISTERED POINTER en four months old, no better-bred ones 


“. AMITE, LA. 























» = |quainted with coursing or what is re- 


'quired in a running dog, have “fallen” | 
for the so-called pretty and elegant, even e e Son 0 
allowing the handlers to place their hands e 





BAINBRIDGE KENNELS 
offer some beautiful, brilliant red 


CHOW CHOW PUPPIES 
(Chinese Dogs) and GROWN STOCK 
This is the home of 
CHAMPION MANDARIN OF BAINBRIDGE 
FEE CUM BOY, MR. CHANG, GREENACRE 
HUMMER and SUNDA 
QUEENS BOULEVARD and JEFFERSON ig ae N.Y. 
15 minutes by motor from New York 
R. S. WALSH, Owner, 107 Bainbridge St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Phone Bedford 1236 














CHOW CHOWS 
The TARNEDGE KENNELS now offer at Stud 
the following Celebrated Chows: 











RED 
 Cisstecececed 350 
YUEY ware pee “eee 40 
isang 
CHEE-SI_AN Sewececese 30 
BLACK 
PECKNALL AH LO...$40 
IDOL’S BLACK CHILD. 30 
S—) BLACK SAM BO....... 30 
All are Prize Winners and proven Sires. 
Bitches will be met at the train and while with 


us, will receive the best of care and attention. 
For Stud Cards and EF ngagements write to 
PERCY C. STODDART 
Kennel Manager 
TARNEDGE KENNELS the LONG LAKE SWET 
Property ef Mrs. Chas. M. Dantels Hamilton County, New York 








Borrodale Kennels 


THOMPSON, CONN. 


FOR SALE 
TT Puppies by JOKER II ex-CAM- 
OUFLAGE. 
Also rere Puppies by CHAMPION 
TRAVELLER ex-BETSY daughter 
CHAMPION MARKET CHUM. 
Magnificent Stud Dogs at the public service. 


PARTICULARS HEAD KENNELMAN 

















BORZOI or RUSSIAN WOLF HOUNDS 


For elegant companions. 
Hunting and Bench Shows. 


ARKANSAS 
VALLEY KENNELS 


D. C. DAVIS, Owner 
Cimarron, Kansas 














BOOK ON 


DOG DISEASES 
And How to Feed 


Mailed free to any address by 
the Author 
H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Inc., 
118 West 31st Street, New York 


The Mt. Yonah Farm Kennels 


Cleveland, Ga. 


Offer for sale coonhounds and combination coon, 
opossum and skunk dogs; foxhounds, squirrel 
and rabbit dogs. Trained dogs, young hounds 
and puppies of the best breeding on hand for sale 
at all times. Trial allowed. Catalog free. 























| SALE — High class 
blooded dogs of all breeds, 
and the large type F!emish 
ee New ee reds; 

Belgian Hares: ferrets; 
pigeons; blooded. ‘hogs; and Guinea Pigs. 
10c for booklet. 
Mohawk Rabbitry Deot. 11 _ Indianapolis. Ind. 














|the sportsman can have something hand- 
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|through a pair of slips. Judges unac- 


under the flanks of a dog or bitch of this 
breed and helping the exhibit to an 
| arched loin, which is actually a malfor- 
| mation or hindrance to a running dog. 
The loin should be strong “like a beam, 
as the old saw goes, but the wheel- 
backed dog is not the one to cover the 
ground; rather will he be found more 
of the hopping-jack kind than the grass- 
cutting sort that properly stretch to their 
game, and can get down to it at the same 
time. Some - - ion and vineles MILITARY 
reyhounds of the day are short im the | 

ee and head, very serious drawbacks in NAVAL 

a long tail; for a greyhound is terribly and 


| penalized if he cannot stoop to his hare or 
| jack- rabbit without turning a somersault, SPORTING 
TAILORS 


| and, perhaps, breaking his unworthy neck 
Distinctive Clothes for 


into the bargain! 
Riding, Hunting and Polo 


A BIRD DOG MAN AT HOME 
LADIES’ COATS and BREECHES 


261 Fifth Ave., New York 


Near 2%h St. Phone 2003 Madison Square 


BREECHES 
MAKERS 


CIVIL 


” 





NE of the most hardworking men | 
among bird dogs in all the world is | 
George Ryman, who resides at Shohola 
Falls about a dozen miles from Lacka- 
waxen, Pike County, Pa. Here in the 
midst of an ideal hunting country, we 


TO = ONLY 











will find pointers, setters, griffons, Ger- 
man pointers, Chesapeake Bay dogs, some 
coon hounds and other odds and ends— 
every man jack of them for some sporting | 
use or another. As a thorough breaker | 
ot dogs Mr. Ryman is known throughout | 
this country; moreover, he is a _ rare 
stickler for good looks in a dog, and his 
handsome English and Llewellin setters 
are particularly noticeable in this respect. | 
Then again we will find him exhibiting 
Irish and Gordon setters at the New York 
Show every year, and against the best 
that approximately can be produced. Thus | 
there are no “weeds” in the kennel, and 











Akron Aires 


REDUCE TIRE cosT 652 





some and a good worker at the same time. 
Mr. Ryman’s sole ambition is owning 
first-rate looking dogs that bear out the 
nobleness of their ancestry in the work 
they perform as well as in the elegance 
of their very appearance. Surely, a man, 
must be doubly proud to own the good- 
looking as well as the useful! On my last 
visit to Shohola Falls, Mr. Ryman and 
his helps were very busy with the dogs 
in these large and extensive kennels where 
everything is carried out with official 
regularity. The Ryman bungalow is in 
|the midst of a game-holding country— 
| particularly woodcock and grouse. You 
can throw off a brace of dogs, and the 
probability is that they will be stiff and 
stark on a ’cock inside 200 yards from} 
the house. Mr. Ryman likes sportsmen | 
who are after real dogs to visit him. | 
They can see the dogs work; and there’s | 
an end to it. The trip will be worth while | 
if only to look over the stuffed game 
specimens on the walls of the large din- 
ing hall with its open fireplace. Here we 


AKRON RUBBER CO. 
Robey and Roosevelt 
Dept. 480 CHICAGO, ILL. 


TABLETS 


Grippe 
Cold 
in the . 
Head 

Headaches 























will see the work of the taxidermist who | 
|/knows his work. All the antlered and | 
feathered heads and whole skins are posed | 
| in a natural way, and the other surround- 
|ings of fishes, guns, rifles, fishing rods 
and all the paraphernalia of the sportsman, 
point to the fact that you are in the midst 
of a game locality whether you walk 
| over the meadows to the coverts or woods 
beyond, or the ever-handy Rattlesnake 
foeg: with its speckled beauties, and the 
lake above the falls where pickerel and | 
other fish abound. George Ryman is a| 
finished owner-trainer, and his place be- 
ing only a hundred miles or so from New 
York (Lackawaxen, Pa., is the station 
on the Erie R. R.) you can try a dog 
before you buy him. That is a fair offer 
and the snortsman will annreci 


Neuralgias 
Spanish Influenza 
Women’s Aches and Ills 
Rheumatic and Sciatic Pains. 

Ask Your Druggist for A-K Tablets 
(If he cannot supply you, write us) 


Small Size Dozen Size 


10c 25c 














Fac-Simile 


See Monogram A on the Genuine 








The Astikamaia Remedy Company, St. Lonis, Mo.. 
Write for Free Samples’ 
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The Mackensen Game Park 


Bob White Peafowl 
Pheasants Cranes 
Partridges Swan 
Quail Ornamental 
WildTurkeys Geese and Ducks 
Deer Foxes 
Rabbits Raccoons 





Everything in wild animals, game, fancy 
birds for parks, menageries, private pre- 
serves and collections of fancy fowl. 


Wm. J. Mackensen, Yardley, Pa. 


SANDANONA 


PHEASANTRY 


Millbrook New York 
| P. O. Box 101 Established 1907 

















E can supply Ringneck Pheasants 

in large or small numbers for Fall 

delivery. Guaranteed strong and 
healthy. Shipped in suitable crates. 
Breeders should try our rice screenings as a 
Fail and Winter feed. Your feed bills can 
be cut 40 per cent. 














Prices Quoted on Application 


LIVE DECOYS—FOR SALE 


Another flock of genuine English Call Ducks 
(trained decoys), are very small and tame, easy 
to handle. Famous for their continual calling. 
Our ducks have been used for nearly a quarter 
of a century with the greatest success. 

Would advise ordering early to save disappoint- 
ment. Also Wood Ducks, Pintails and Canada 
Geese (decoys), etc. Address 


WALLACE EVANS GAME FARM, 


Decoys, Callers, Pure Bred 


Wild Mallards—Young, $4 pair; yearlings, 
pair, English Callers—Young, $8.50 pair; a4 
lings, $10 pair. 100-Lots Birds a Specialty and IN 
PAIRS. uck Book, 25c. Ferrets for sale. (Sev- 
eral breeds of other Wild Ducks. Stamp for reply. 
State your wants; limited supply.) Mail draft. 


C. BREMAN CO., Danville, Ill. 
RED CUBAN GAMES 


They are the gamest, fastest, 
and best fighting of all pit 
games, and the most beautiful 
of allfowls. Send for catalog. 
Young Trios hatched this 
spring $9.00 per trio until Oct. 
Ist. Bet. Oct. and Jan. $10.00 per trio. 


GEORGE W. MEANS 
Union Street, Concord, North Carolina 

















ST. CHARLES ILLINOIS 























Marmot Pheasantry 
Ornamental and Game Birds, Wild Water Fowl, etc. 
Registered Police Dogs, Airedales, Bostons, etc- 


We have one of the largest Game Breeding Farms in the 
. S$, and we warrant anything we ship. 


INGLEWOOD, CALIF. 




















WE HAVE FOR SALE 
THE FOLLOWING VARIETIES of PHEASANTS: 
Silvers, Golden, Ringneck, Lady Amherst, White, 
Mongolian, Reeves, Swinhoe, Versicolor, Impeyan 


Soemmerring, Manchurian Eared, Melanotus, Black, | 


throat Golden, Linneated and Prince of Wales. 

Also Wild Turkeys, Japanese Silkies, Longtails. 
Mallard and fancy ducks, Crane and Swan, five vari- 
eties of peafowl. S.C. Buff Orpington and R.I. Red | 

{ owls. Deerand Jack Rabbits. 

Send $1.50 tn stamps for colortype catalogue. 
CHILES & COMPANY Mt. Sterling, Ky. 
MANGE EAR CANKER, GOITRE, SORE 

EYES, PILES, TETTER, OLD 

ECZEM SORES, ACNE, DANDRUFF, 

RHEUMATISM, CANCER, 

PSORIASIS NEURALGIA, ST.VITUS 

DANCE. BARBERSITCH 

CATARRH LOCKJAW, AND CANCER 
or no charge. Write for particulars, 

ECZEMA REMEDY CO., Hot Springs, Ark., 
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FOXHOUNDS IN KENTUCKY 


"T HERE was the wonderful entry of 
216 hounds at the recent show of fox- 
hounds held at Harrodsburg, Ky. The 
event took place in connection with the 
Mercer County Fair, and was splendidly 
attended by all devotees of foxhunting 
in the South. The pick of the Kentucky 
and Tennessee kennels were to be seen, 
and several large and important sales re- 
ported. Young puppies made $75.00 and 
up; full grown hounds selling around 
$250.00. Dr. Mela from Vera Cruz, Mex., 
was present and in the market. He pur- 
chased several hounds, and two couples 
were bought by Dr. L. L. Taine, of Ha- 
vana, Cuba. Col. Jack Chinn, a veteran 
foxhunter of the South, was present as 
were the Van Ardsdalls, I. W. Walker 
and J. Case Allen. The special for the 
best in the show was won by a hound 
owned jointly by S. L. Wooldridge, of 
Versailles, Ky., and Howard Commitz. 
Another from the Wooldridge pack was 
second, and Maupin Brothers and Mason 
supplied the third prize taker. 
cial for the best bitches were won by 
the Calom hounds, 
At this show Mr. Wooldridge refused an 
offer of $1,000 for the stallion hound, Big 
Stride. First and second for the best 
dogs one year old and over were won by 


The spe- | 


also of Versailles. | 

















Photo: Feashes 
The Wirehaired Foxterrier, Tintern Masterpiece 
(late Walnut Master Key). Sold for $1,000 at 


Newport, R. I., Show. Owners: Tintern Kennels. 


Ben Currens, who also was first and 
second for best dogs under one year of 
age. For the best bitch one year and 
over, Maupin Brothers and Mason won 
first, and S. L. Wooldridge second and 
third. For best under one year, Ben 
|Currens won first and third. Bonta 
| Brothers were second with their exhibit. 
For the best dog or bitch any age, Mau- | 
pin Brothers won first, and S. L. Wool- 
| dridge second and third. Best couple of 
| puppies under six months of age was won 
by S. L. Wooldridge. Special for best 





three couples, Ben Currens won first and | 
while Bonta Brothers took third. | 


second, 





THE USEFUL AIREDALE 
| Editor Fretp AND STREAM: 
| Jam in the market to get a good Aire- 


dale but I cannot decide which breed will | 
I want a good hunt- | 
ing dog (Airedale) for rabbits, skunk and | 


| best suit my means. 


also for a watchdog 


other small game; 
Please 


and a playmate for the children. 


| give some advice as to which would be 


ON MAN OR DOGS cured | a companion for your children. 





the best. Dan WINN. 

Ans—An Airedale would suit you ad- 
mirably as an all-round hunting dog and 
He would 
soon pick up the way to hunt the kind of 
small game you have.—Ep. 


| 





WILD RICE! 
WILD CELERY! 


Brings the Wild Ducks in Flocks 


NOW is the time to plant Wild Rice 
and Wild Celery. They thrive in shal- 

% low water lakes, streams and 
we marshes. 


Ducks travel hundreds of 
miles to find these favorite 
foods. Practically all varie- 
ties of ducks like Wild Rice. 
as it gives them both food 
and shelter; Wild Celery is 
the favorite food of open 
water ducks, such as canvas 
backs, red heads, etc. Bring 
the ducks to you instead of 
going after them. 

Order Terrell’s germin- 
able seed for your waters 
now for immediate ship- 
ment. Expert planting ad- 
vice with each order. 


CLYDE B. TERRELL 
Dept. D 221, Oshkosh, Wis. 






























CHAS.O.REED | 


Taxidermist and 
Furrier 


Tanner and Dresser 
of hides and furs. All 
kinds of Taxidermy 
work done. Rugs, 
Marle Laclus furs made from 
your Catchings for Season of 
1920. Mounting of all kinds of 
animals and birds heads and fish 
mounting a specialty. Skins tan- 
ned, made into rugs, mats and 
robes with mounted heads. 
Ladies’ furs made, repaired and 
made over. Try me. | 


CHAS. O. REED 
219 Norval St., Fairmont, W. Va. 


TAXIDERMY 


GAME HEADS, BIRDS, FISH OR 
ANIMALS MOUNTED 


In fact, anything that may fall to the sports- 
man’s gun. All specimens shipped to me will 
receive careful attention and satisfactory results 
are assured. 


Robert H. Rockwell, 1440 East 63rd St., Brooklyn, N. Y. 


RAISE SILVER FOXES 


Easy to raise. Larger profits than 
any other livest 
strictest investigation. | Recom- 
mended by Government. Four 
oe plan. One will suit you. 
iption sent free. Ask for it today. 
c T. DRYZ, Box 1000, EAGLE RIVER, WIS. 


DEER HEADS 
MOUNTED FISH 
BIRDS, RUGS 


Splendid decorations—List 


M. J. HOFMANN, Taxidermist 
989 Gates Avenue rooklyn, New York 
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ARE YOU PLANNING A FISHING, HUNTING OR CAMPING TRIP ? 


Through investigations and having complete third-party reports regarding the advertisers in this department, we can recommend the resorts, camps 
and guides found on this and the following pages. We will be glad to mail complete information covering any resort on our Sporting and Vacation 
Places pages upon receipt of request and stamped envelope. 

The only resorts, camps and guides which we investigate and on which we attempt to get complete references and reports are the ones on these pages. 

We have, however, reports on resorts other than the ones in this issue—for instance, on the ones who were represented in these pages during the 


past twelve months. 


Advertisers can secure space in this department at $10.00 per column inch. Forms close first of month preceding date of issue. 





























The Valley Ranch Co. 


Brooks & Larom 
VALLEY, WYOMING 
Via Cody 
IG Game Hunting — Elk — Mountain 


Sheep—Deer—Grizzly, black and brown 
bear—Coyote wolves—ducks and geese, etc. 


The Valley Ranch the nearest point of en- 
trance to the finest game section. Complete 
pack outfits, with licensed guides and A | equip- 
ment. Bookings must be made in advance. 

Excellent fishing at Ranch and on trips. 


Accomodations the year around. 


Address: I. H. Larom 
Reference E. F. WARNER of Field and Stream. 














Columbia Falls, Montana 


ELK, DEER, BEAR, GOAT, MT. SHEEP 
Big Game Hunting 

with pack outfits on trips of 15 days or more. 
Complete Outfits furnished 

FRANK HIGGINS 





RAND’S CAMPS 


Formerly Titus’ Camps 


For Hunters and Fishermen. On Eagle Lake, one 
of the famous Fish River chain, that stretches 
from Central Northern Maine, through virgin for- 
ests, almost to the Canadian border. A group of 
22 camps. Ideal location. Real comfort; cabins 
heated and well ventilated. Magnificent views. 
And the Pick of Sports. In the heart of the 
big game country; there is no limit to the sports- 
men’s enjoyment. Rand’s Camps are Nature at 


its best. Easily reached. For particulars address 
RAND’S CAMPS, 
Eagle Lake, Maine. 











HEALD POND CAMPS 


Located in the heart of the big woods, 9 miles from 
Jackman, Me., 2700 feet above sea-level. Best of deer 
hunting and trout and salmon fishing. Tables supplied 
with poultry, fresh butter, cream, eggs, and vegetables 
raised at camp. These camps are an ideal family eamp 
Everything in and around it is always kept neat and 
clean These camps have both Telephone and Telegraph 
connections. The camps are reached by Automobile over 
a fine road Rates $4.00 per day; $21.00 per week. 


FRED HENDERSON, Jackman, Maine 
‘TWIN ISLAND CAMPS 


For Sport and Recreation 
You can get your limit of trout any day. The 
camps are noted for the fine fly fishing. Hiking 
and canoe trips, including the “‘Famous Moose 
River Trip.” Home-like camps, good food, in- 
dividual cabins. 

‘onderful hunting in season 
s 








| A. S. YATES, 


Prop., KINNER, MAINE 
Going Fishing This Season for Trout? 
You will find an abundant supply of the ‘Speckled 


Beauties”’ at 
GRACE POND CAMPS 

17 miles from Jackman Station; 12 miles by auto to 
Parlin Pond, and 5 miles by trail Privately owned 
for several years, but now open to the public. 

Clean, home-like eabins 

Pleasant surroundings 

WILLIAM MURTHA, Prop., Jackman Station, Maine 
Keep this place in mind when planning your vacation. 
Write for terms. 








Big Game 


AND 


Bird Shooting 


Finest in Northern Maine. Home 
Camps Machias and Fish Lakes. 





Booklet and Information 
on request 


McNALLY BROS. 


Ashland Maine 








COLD SPRING CAMPS—rOREST and AVERILL LAKES 
ONLY MAINE CAMPS IN VERMONT 
Twentieth Season 


CATCH THEM WITH A FLY 
TROUT & SALMON 


Vacation Resort For All 


Come to the Green Mountains 


Trout, Salmon, Lakers, Aureolas, Bass, Pickerel 
“Catch Them with a Fly” 
BOATING, BATHING, TRAMPING 
Five lakes. Miles of streams in unbroken forest. Main 
camp, twelve cabins. Open fires. A table we are proud 
of. Boats on all lakes. Good old guides. No mos 
quitoes nor black flies. Accessible to New York and 
Boston by motor or rail. Reliable references near you 
75 miles from White Mountains. 20 miles from Cole- 
brook, N. H. Garage. May Ist-Oct. 15. 
“No hay fever! No asthma!” 
H. A. QUIMBY, Megr., Averill, Vt. 
SALMON AND TROUT IN UPPER 
SHINN POND REGION 


The Birch Point Camps are situated on a peninsula in 
Upper Shinn Pond. No flies. No mosquitoes. Separate 
cozy cabins with fireplaces. Pure spring water. Home- 
grown vegetables. Excellent salmon and trout fishing in 
Upper Shinn. Trout in six other ponds and many brooks 
Fishing good all summer. Painted trails for walking 
and mountain climbing Bring your camera and take 
game pictures. For booklet and information. address 


W.S. McKenney = Birch Point Camps Patten, Me. 


Lots of Deer, Bear, Partridge and 
Woodcock at Grand Lake Stream 


Comfortable camps, good guides 
and excellent food. 


GRAND LAKE CAMPS 


Grand Lake Stream, Maine 
A Sportsman's Camp Run by a Sportsman 


MT. KATAHDIN woose: acer and 


MOOSE, DEER and BEAR 


offers one of the best hunting grounds in the East for 
gocd sport. September Brook Trout fishing yields four- 
and five-pounders. My camps at DAICEY POND right 
under Mt. Katahdin and in the center of the famous 
Sourdnahunk country of Northern Maine are well fitted 
and ample to take good care of you. Our garden is good; 
our cows and hens in fine working order, and our beds 
are the best. Write me or wire for terms, guides and 
reservations. You'll make no mistake this year to come 
right here and hang your hat. Best of references if you 
want them. MAURICE YORK, Norcross, Maine 


If the Red Gods are Calling, Come to 


NATURE’S ZOO 
CAMP CHADBOURNE 
NORCROSS, MAINE 
Moose, deer, bear and smaller game of al! 
kinds plentiful. Located at the gateway of the 
whole Katahdin region. Guides furnished on 
application. Write for rates and information to 


A. E. CHADBOURNE 

LAUREL | In the Pocono 
Mountains 
UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT 
Excellent Trout Fishing in some of the 
largest and finest streams. Also Bass 
Fishing and Boating. All modern im- 
provements. 
W. SWAIL M 

JAMES J L, —— ~ a 
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GRAND FORMAL OPENING 


imini Bay Rod and Gun Club 


BIMINI, BAHAMA ISLANDS 


(UNDER BRITISH LAWS) 





Proof of the wonder- 
ful sport to be had by 
club members. 


Below is given a record of the 
number and varieties of Fish 
caught on One Boat at Bimini 
from January to April, 1919: 





GATROOOE ocx dcsldidino sess 15 
Marlin Swordfish ........... 4 
ee eprreer err. 310 
NL 3 as aine Satewenies 360 
earner 5 
TRE «5 ehh cca ee petanete 8 
PS, onsen nets hhackaaoten 40 
Mee. PETE DUNE, occacccs 240 
MDS a oaninn do de ede teresa 80 
SS eer ror. 39 
PE NN ix<d bcs doe eaeeR 11 
Loggerhead Turtle ..:...... 7 
African Pompano .......... 4 








(ORCA OR KILLER WHALE) 
Harpooned at Bimini, March, 1920 





Records Continued 
| Pee eee Pe 
Red Snapper ....... alge dines 7 
Cry SUMMEE cic access cen 42 
eee DU iscsscenesce 89 
I 5 ec ccanwead ans 10 
Nassau Grouper ............ 176 
Strawberry Grouper ........ 101 
Sr 1 
Black Turbet ..... petenseks oe 
Sy | rer iekeves 151 
NS Ree oe oe 17 
Cavalla Jack ...... eaabe tale 
Mackerel Shark ...... Sahay 5 
Hammerhead Shark ........ 16 
Norse Shark ..... EEE EY 
ee ae See ae 9 
GIANT WHIPRAY ....... 7 
eee saiewens:. oe 
EOVEL, PIG socccicss bake 
Caen Fee ok kod idssensas 2 
GE 5... ssa cadsbaaneees 19 


The total number of varieties caught on one boat as shown above is thirty-four and the total number of fish 1977. 
The names of members accompanying Capt. Charles Thompson on the above trips will be furnished upon request. 


“ANNOUNCEMENT” 


Construction work on the buildings for this famous International Club was started in April, 1919, 
and the Executive Committee is pleased to announce that everything will be in readiness for the 
Grand Formal Opening Ceremonies and Ball which are to be held on December 11, 1920. Club 
members will be permitted to occupy the club commencing October 15, 1920. 


Description of Club Facilities 


The Bimini Bay Rod and Gun Club building 
which is now completed and furnished throughout, 
embodies the most modern ideas of Club Architec- 
ture. It is of concrete and heavy frame fireproof 
construction, finished in stucco, and is provided 
with every modern improvement. It has one hun- 
dred and five beautifully furnished guest rooms 
with private and detached baths, hot and cold 
} a Large lobbies and rest rooms on every 
oor. 

All rooms are so designed as to admit the 
balmy breezes from the North, South, East and 
West, with an unobstructed view of the Gulf Stream 
and beautiful Bimini Bay. The building is lo- 
cated about thirty feet above sea level. One dis- 
tinctive feature is the large airy ballroom, sur- 
rounded by a beautiful dining concourse with a 
seating capacity for three hundred people, also 
veranda promenades. 

Every room is equipped with electrie light nad 
telephones, and a complete installation of wireless 
telephone and telegraph provides instant communi- 
cation to the United States. 

There is a large yacht dock, fishing launches and 
guides, gasoline station, yacht commissary, and in 
fact every convenience for the sportsman and his 
family. In a word, the building and equipment of 
the club is second to none in the United States, 
several hundred thousand dollars having been spent 
to provide everything in keeping with the highest 
standards. 














Management and Attractions 


The Bimini Bay Rod and Gun Club is under the 
management of men of representative standing and 
experience who will conduct the affairs of the club 
in a manner in keeping with the highest moral 
standards, providing every refinement for the mem- 
bers of the families of the membership. 

FISHING. Light and heavy tackle; tarpon, 
amberjack, bonefish, barracuda, tuna, bonita, 
grouper, mackerel, kingfish, marlin, sailfish, mack- 
erel shark, black and blue turbet, and countless 
others, within ten minutes from the club dock. 

Shooting. Wild pigeon, duck and other varie- 
ties of game birds. 

Trapshooting, tennis, archery, bathing, diving, 
dancing, speed and motor boating, sailing and 
seulling. 

All manner of sporting goods are available at 
the club. 

Cuisine under the 
chef and steward. 

Daily fishing and harpooning events conducted 
by Capt. Chas. H. Thompson. 


Membership 


The popularity and success of this club is al- 
ready evidenced from the fact that representative 
sportsmen of the highest character from over one 
huneed and fifty cities have become members. 

The membership is limited and only persons 
able to furnish satisfactory references as to their 
standing and character have, or will be admitted. 


Aa 


t of ar 





Address all communications t 


The membership is for five years and renew- 
able, and covers all members of your immediate 
family; also two vouched-for guests. 

If you desire to become a member of this fa- 
mous sportsmen’s club, and you will furnish satis- 
factory references, we will upon request furnish 
you with further particulars and membership rates 
and application form 


Location and Transportation 


The Club is located on the Island of North 
Bimini, the home of the Giant Cocoanut Palm, 
one of the Bahama Group, just 47 miles east of 
Miami, Florida, and about 60 miles from Palm 
Beach, Florida; it is easily reached by all manner 
of yachts as well as our own passenger boats. 
Four large Twelve-passenger Seaplanes, which will 
make the trip in 40 minutes, have been engaged 
for the com.ng season. 


The Island of North Bimini forms an almost 
complete horseshoe, making Bimini Bay a safe 
deep-water harbor for yachts and seaplanes. 

Over six hundred people have visited the club 
while in process of construction, making the trip 
by seaplane from Miami and Palm Beach. 

Business offices have been established at both 
Miami and Palm Beach, to take care of transpor- 
tetion, obtaining of passports, booking of rooms, 
etc., so that members will not be inconvenienced 
in going to the club. 








THE EXECUTIVE COMMITTEE 


Bimini Bay Rod and Gun Club 
Halcyon Hotel Building, Miami, Florida, or West Palm Beach, Florida 
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TROPHIES’”’ 





Ward’s Natural Science Establishment 


Rochester, N. Y. 


We've been mounting them right for over sixty years. 


tanning them, too. 


We've been 


If you don’t know us, ask at the nearest museum to be 


shown some of our work. They know us. Write now for our new free 


booklet on the preservation of trophies. Just published. 


the cost and shows the quality. 


It tells you 


It also lists taxidermists’ supplies. 


DEALERS IN ALL BRANCHES OF NATURAL HISTORY 





Spencer Lake Camps 


SQUARE TAILED TROUT AND TOGUE. 
Situated 22 miles from railroad in a country that 
has not been fished out. Many ponds and streams 
within short radius. 
BEST OF DEER, BEAR AND PARTRIDGE 
hunting in their seasons. For booklet and rates. 
SPENCER LAKE CAMPS, Gerard, Maine 


FREE HUNTING LICENSE 


to any sportsman who engages me to guide 
him for two weeks, if he does not have op- 
portunity to shoot one or more big-game ani- 
mals—moose, deer or bear. 7:30 P.M. Boston 
train gets you to camp the following noon. 
R. G. SHAW, Reg. Guide SHAWS’ CAMP 
Skiff Lake Canterbury, N. B Canada 




















IN FLORIDIA 
Join the Florida Campers. Get all the pleasure of 
the Outdoor Life. Any time of the year, at a rea- 
sonable cost, camp sites sale or rent. Co-operation 
makes this possible. For particulars address the 


General Manager, Florida Campers Associates 
Box 1e2-A, Orlando, Florida 


Wanted to Buy 


FOR PRIVATE USE—Old house or shooting 
lodge on shore (North Carolina or Virginia) for 
Quail, Duck and Goose shooting, and fishing, 
without much land and near some small village. 
State lowest price with full description. 


W. W. MORRISON, 116 St. Paul St., Rochester, N. Y. 


First Edition Completely Exhausted ! 


ANGLER’S SCIENTIFIC RECORD BOOK 


New Printing— Better than ever 
Blanks for Tabulating Bait Used 
Weather Conditions Tide 
Length, Girth, Weight, etc., etc, 

Every fisherman and naturalist should 

have one. ° . 50c 








FIELD AND STREAM, 25 West 45th Street, N. Y, 





Finest Salt Water 
Fishing 
Channel Bass, Trout, Mackerel 
and Tarpon in abundance 


Ideal Accommodations 
Expert Guides 
The Best Fishing Season is Now 


Write for Folder 


ROLSTON HOTEL 


CODEN, ALA. _ J. E. ROLSTON, Prop. 








Duval Hotel 


Jacksonville, Florida 
(Opposite Post Office) 


100 Rooms—50 Baths 


All modern improvements; elevator, 
telephone, steam heat. Rates: without 
bath, $1.50 and up; with bath, $2.00 
and up per person. 


W. S. JONES, Mgr, 











GOOD SPORT IN THE SOUTH 


On the Santee River, fourteen miles from Georgetown, 
South Carolina. I have some of the best hunting for deer, 
turkey, ducks, quail, snipe, rabbits, squirrels and other 
small game in this part of the South. Most exciting deer 
hunting with hounds. A remarkably attractive location for 
the visiting sportsman and with excellent Southern cook- 
ing. I can promise you a long-to-be-remembered trip. 

Write at once and state when you can come as I can take 
care of only a limited number and must know in advance. 


F. E. JOHNSTONE 
Georgetown, P. O. Box 533 South Carolina 


White’s Game Preserve 
Waterlily P. O.. Currituck Sound. N. C. 


If you are looking for a place where you can 
kill your limit every day, come to our Preserve. 
But make arrangements now, as we only take a 
limited number. Ducks, geese, quail, snipe and 
shore birds. First November best time. Ducks 
and geese young and tame then. 


AN EXCLUSIVE CLUB 
ON BACK BAY 


desires a few additional members who are willing 
to pay for the necessary cost of best guides, live 
decoys, good shooting and up-to-date outfit. Can- 
vasback and Canada Goose shooting equal to any 
on the Atlantic Coast. Redhead, Ruddy and other 
ducks. Baited point, batteries and fast boats. 


SPORTSMAN, White Sulphur Springs, W. Va. 











NAPLES ON THE GULF 
FISHING, HUNTING, GOLF 
Modern Hotel open November Ist, 
special rates till January Ist. 

Let Us Send You a Booklet 
E. W. CRAYTON, Mgr., Naples on the Gulf, FLORIDA 





Back Bay Virginia Duck Shooting Club 


Now organizing—Has few shares for sale. Mem- 
bership limited. References required. Sink box 
and point shooting for canvas back and red 
head ducks. Also quail shooting and chub fish- 
ing. Strictly high-class proposition. For par- 
ticulars address: 


JOSEPH F. LEONARD 
1236 Mutual Building, Richmond, Va. 











the American Union. 


Already there are 


H, A. MACDONELL 





A vast new land of promise big enough to include the siz New England and four Middle States of 
Aside from its immense resources in timber, minerals, waterpower, fish, game and scenery Northern 
Ontario contains millions of acres of fertile, arable land fit for mized farming 
in some districts at aS cues oat a > ae 
thousands miles colonization roads and st il spreading like 
spider's web over a huge part of that i mmense feswt-cobed textary. ss P 
For free descriptive literature write 
Director of Colonization, Parliamen i 
Hon. Manning Doherty, Mini 
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USINESS MAN will pay liberal 
board, for himself and four dogs, 
with a private family where good 

coon and fox hunting may be had 

for a few weeks in season. Must be 

within 125 miles of Philadelphia, Pa. 
FOX HUNTER 

Care Field and Stream, 25 W. 45th St., N. Y. C. 


FOR SALE 


458 acres marsh land; good hunting grounds; 
adapted to duck, geese and snipes; fronting on 
Back Bay waters of Princess Anne County Vir- 
ginia, about one mile, two excellent points and 
several inland ponds which afford good duck 
shooting; also a good location on Back Bay for 
battery shooting, at $50 per acre. If interested, 
write or call on 


JOHN WILLIAMS, P. O. Munden, Va. 
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Farming, Fishing 
and Fun 


Mr. Man, if you're tired of slaving at a 
desk, or toiling over unproductive acres; if 
you’ve had enough of freezing winters, and 
summer droughts, then write us about our 


FARMETTES 


Here in Northwestern Florida we have a 
year-round growing season; we have divided 
5,000 acres of good, productive land near 
town into Ten-Acre tracts—FARMETTES. 
Only one FARMETTE will be sold to a 
buyer. Each FARMETTE will be delivered 
fenced, with new graded road running past, 
and with two acres cleared. Each FARM- 
ETTE buyer gets $100 worth of fully paid, 
non-assessable stock in the Walton County 
Canning Company, whose plant has a daily 
capacity of 25,000 cans. 


Sweet potatoes, beans, peas, corn, cane, 
grapes, figs, berries, peanuts, peaches, pears 
these are just a few of our money-making 


crops. And, best of all, we have wonder- 
ful hunting, and FRESH AND SALT 
WATER FISHING right at our door! 
Own a FARMETTE, live well, enjoy 
life, and be independent! The price is 
very low, and the terms so easy that no one 


need hesitate. Ask for our new booklet, 


“FARMETTES.” 


R. E. L. McCASKILL COMPANY 
Drawer 208, De Funiak Springs, Fla. 
On Slightly 


SAVE 29% T0 60% tses 


GRAFLEX—KODAKS —ANSCO 

REXO and PREMO CAMERAS 

10-Day Free Trial Guarantee 

If unsatisfactory, money will be 

refunded in full. 

Complete Line of Motion Picture 
Cameras 











Write at once for our Free BAR- 
GAIN BOOK and CATALOG 
listing hundreds of slightly used 
and new cameras, also supplies 
of every description. No matter 
what camera you want we can 





save you money. 
slightly used and new cameras and we know . = 
be another one of our satisfied customers. Our 


Compare our prices with others on 


and fair dealing will please you. Established y "the 


Photographie Business 18 years 
CENTRAL CAMERA CO. 49s. wobesh Ave., Dept. 410, Chicage 
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SHOTS AT BULL MOOSE 


and deer are reasonably certain, caribou and bear pos- 
sible, on my ground. Sisson Branch and Mamozikeil 
(land of many tracks). 48 hours from Boston and 
Montreal. I've good camps and rigging with plenty 
of canoeing, and the trout fishing is grand. I’ve fol- 
lowed the woods for over 35 years. 


AMOS GAUNCE 
Riley Brook New Brunswick 


References: Gifford Pinchot, Henry L. Stimson, Aber- 
crombie & Fitch, S. A. Everitt, Garden City, N. Y. 


A Real Sporting Camp for Real Sports 


MOORE’S CAMP 


on LAKE ROSSIGNOL, N. S. 


Trout, Moose, Bear, Ducks, etc. 
By appointment only 


P. H. MOORE, Caledonia, N. S. 
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Live them again in 
The Canadian Wilds 


iM 


the thrill of the “Out of Door” 


a 


F. C. ARMSTRONG, 


For Copies of OUT OF 


BOSTON, MASS. 

h 294 Washington St. 

NEW YORK, N. Y. 
1270 Broadway 





CHICAGO, ILL, 
64 W. Adams St. 


4 a 





MEMORIES Be 


The glories of the chase, the tang of the clear pure atmosphere : 


RESIDENT SPORTMAN’S REPRESENTATIVES: 


N. McDOUGALL, PORT ARTHUR, ONT. ” 
will gladly furnish advice and assistance in completing plans. 


Passeoger Traffic Department h 


Cpeodion NS Railways | 


Bs" 


se 


Vv 


is calling you! 


COCHRANE, ONT. 


DOOR Booklets, write. 


PITTSBURGH, PA. 
505 Park Bldg. 


ST. PAUL, MINN. 
Cor. 4th and Jackson Sts. 4 


DETROIT, MICH. 
733 Majestic Bldg. 























BIG GAME HUNTERS 


In addition to our old and reliable huntin; tnd Grand 
have opened up a new onein the Sills s.and o 
ohn ions, Northern New Brunswick. Big 

TROUT FISHING in — Aco 
tions forladies. Write for rates, etc. Ai 


ALLEN & ESTEY 
Stone ae 4 








York Co. 
B., Canada 


Rainsford Allen 
Manager 


Hunters of— 
ROCKY MT. SHEEP, GOAT, MOOSE, DEER, 
CARIBOU, BLACK, BROWN and GRIZZLY BEAR 


We are situated on the eastern boundary of Jas- 
per Park in the best big game country in North 
America, with a pack outfit second to none in the 
Rockies, and guarantee the best of service. Also 
guides to Jasper and Banff Parks. Write for terms. 


H. M. Mustard and Sons, Mountain Park, Alta., Can. 








4 > 
Mackenzie’s Camps 
on the famous Southwest Miramichi River. At- 
lantic Salmon, Brook and Sea Trout. Fly Fishing. 
Over 100 miles’ canoe trip. Moose, Deer and 
Bear Hunting. Booklet of 12 views on application 


MURDOCK MACKENZIE 
Biggar Ridge, New Brunswick Canada 
Telegraph Address. East Florenceville, N. B._ N. B. 





DWIGHT, MUSKOKA, CANADA 
For recreation, beautiful lakes and rivers. “‘ Sand 
beach bathing. Sp Hunting and Fishing 3 
September and Octobe: 

RED DEER FOR NOVEMBER 
Rabbit and Fox hunting, also Snow Shoeing. For 
further particulars address 








NEW BRUNSWICK, CANADA 


Moose, Deer, etc., after Septem- 
ber 14th. Also bear and smaller 
game. Guides and complete outfits 
furnished. Trips may be arranged 
by wire. Write for particulars. 





New Brunswick Guides’ Assn., F; 


Big Game Hunting | 


J. HAROLD McMURRAY, Secretary 


New Brunswick 
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{comedies picture of decoying Geese over 
live stool. 

Killing a giant Swordfish off the Catalina Islands 
with a flash showing the leaping ten 
eet in the air. 





1920 


speak too highly of the quality of the pictures 


Get the boys together! 





FIELD AND STREAM PUBLISH 





| FOR SALE 

Great, Grand Grouse Place 
Have 600 acres rare Grouse land for sale. 
My old training ground, good house, out 
buildings, fine lake. Close to railroad, 
good roads, 100 acres cleared, plenty fruit. 
Also thousands of acres of good Grouse 
ground adjoining same to shoot over, 
fine place for small club or private party. 
Enclose 25c in stamps for photos and 
particulars. 


G. H. RYMAN 


Shohola Falls, Pennsylvania 


IDEAL DEER HUNTING 


Good home cooking, comfortable rooms, 
first class guides, make reservation now. 


FOREST VIEW HOUSE 
Lake Placid, N. Y. E. T. Jordan, Mgr. 


Long Lake, N. Y., Adirondacks 


Why go to Maine or Canada whien I can give you 
a hunting and fishing 300 miles from N.Y. City? 

ke, Rainbow and Brook Trout, Bass, Pickerel and 
Muskalonge, May Ist to Aug. 31st. Deer, Oct. Ist 
to Nov. 15th. Guides on application. $23.00 per 
week and up. All inquiries cheerfully answered. 
FRANK PLUMLEY’S CAMPS 

















attractions, and were largely responsible for the big gathering 


sport afield showing big game hunting in nature's wilds, together with fish- 
ing in natural waters, were not only exciting but put a sense of thrill and 
delight into the heart of every lover of the outdoor sports 
Stream is extended a vote of thanks by every member of our club for the 
privilege granted them by providing the pictures. 

Every sportsmen’s club should avail themselves of your offer, and give 
their members an opportunity to see these pictures, and enjoy a real inter- 
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MOTION 
PICTURES 


For Your 


ANNUAL DINNER OR 
CLUB BANQUET 


These subjects cover Big Game, Feathered 
Game, Fresh and Salt Water Fishing and 
Game breeding. 


Following is a brand new release just com- 
pleted : 


The most remarkable picture of a Turkey hunt 
ever shown on the screen, 


Mr. Black Bass of the Potomac. 
A Moose hunt in New Brunswick. 


FIELD AND STREAM 
GENTLEMEN We are pleased to advise that our meeting was a big 
success Nearly 300 in attendance The pictures were one of the principal 


We cannot 
The scenes being the real 


hunting, excel anything of 
FIELD AND 
number of big game hunts, 


vividly and many wonderful scenes, chock full of action and brimming over 
with excitement, made the spectators feel that familiar thrill which they had 
supposed could only be enjoyed on the beach or in the field.” 


These pictures, every foot of their five thousand feet—five reels are crammed full of action and personally directed by the Field and Stream Motion Picture 
Staff will hold the interest of every one of your members and take them back to the fields, the big woods and the waters they have hunted and fished so often, 


If you are looking for something to make your annual dinner or banquet the biggest kind of a success, something that will create a wider and keene 
interest in the outdoor game: if you want to increase the membership of your club, you will find no form of entertainment that will be more successful, 
We will be glad to have you correspond with us if you are interested in arranging a novel entertainment of this kind. 
Pull off a dinner; show these pictures and you will find that it will result in an annual or semi-annual affair for your 
club, and you will be surprised at the increase in membership. 


ING COMPANY Motion Picture Department 25 West 45th Street, New York City 





Thunder Lake Lodge 


Remer, Cass County Minnesota 
DUCKS—PARTRIDGES 


Limit Every Day 


Bring your own decoys 


good Muskellonge and great Northern 
Pike fishing during hunting season. 








UNUSUALLY ATTRACTIVE 


Southern Winter Home 


TO LEASE FOR WINTER MONTHS 


Modern home, furnished. with beautiful spacious 
grounds overlooking Winyah Bay. 5% miles from 
Georgetown, S. C. One of the most picturesque 
places on the Carolina Coast; 233 acres. Great live 
oaks hang with Spanish moss and an avenue of ja- 
ponicas and azalias lead to a modern house of 13 
rooms. Garage and outbuildings. Saddle horses; 
fine hunting grounds, duck, deer, turkey, quail and 
other gam For full particulars address, Owner, 
Belle Isle Plantation, Georgetown, S. C. 











With the Mallards and “‘ The Scatter Gun” on the 
ames River. 


a little Trout ing, a sittle Bass fishing and some 
Clay Birds A... ; 


What Others Say About These Wonderful Pictures: 


Letter received from Green Bay Rod and Gun Club, Green Bay, Wis., March esting and exciting entertainment. 
30 your friendly attitude, we are, 


Very truly yours, 


Excerpt from the Charleston, 8S. C., News, January 4, 1920: 
“Five reels of moving pictures by Fre.p anp StReaM held the Palmetto 
Rod and Gun club spellbound. 


fishing for bass, salmon fishing, turkey, duck and partridge hunting, and a 









Mallards and English Pheasants including 


on t he screen. 


With the writer's personal thanks for 


Green Bary Game anv Gun CLos, 
J. M. Zanonig, Secretary. 


The pictures, showing scenes of fishing and 
the sort ever seen in Charleston before. Surf 


chiefly for deer and moose, were portrayed most 


Expert 


TAXIDERMIST & FURRIER 


M. R. MOHR 


Spokane, Wash. 2 Bernard St. S. 
We do only A. 1. Work 





Camps to ‘Rent, Hunters 


With and without light house- 
keeping, at Indian Lake, N. Y. 
$50 per month and upward 


MRS. E. MEAD 
Indian Lake, Hamilton County, New York 


6000-Acre Game 
Preserve for Sale 


Delightful all-season Club Home on Georgia Coast. 
Stocked with deer, turkey and small game. Front 
ing salt water and affording best fishing, boating 
and bathing. Within easy access to world. nd 
well timbered. Price $115,000.00. Apply 


JULIUS KING, Box 39, Chattanooga, Tenn. 








A Real Hunting Camp for Real Hunters 
Bear Mouatain Camp on Cranberry Lake, St. Lawrence Co., N. Y. 


has proven to be the camp for big bucks, real camp life, 
open fireplaces, best equipment, and good eats. It has 
long been owned and managed by the guide, J. M. Balder- 
son, who knews and understands the needs of the hunters. 
Situated in the heart of the best hunting region in the 
North Woods Deer. partridge. duck and some bear. 
Outlying hunting camps. Write for new booklet and rates. 





For Your FALL Hunting Trip 


come to the New Inlet house, in the heart of the Adiron- 
dacks—known as the Sternberg’s Camp Famous for 
abundance of deer, bear, partridge and woodcock. Good 
canoeing—eighteen miles up the river. Milk, cream, 
butter, eggs, vegetables and berries from our own farm 
Fine spring water throughout house, with bath. Buy 
your ticket for Benson Mines, N. Y.: upon request, a 
conveyance will meet you there; a distance of 4% miles; 
a good auto read to hotel, where a welcome awaits you. 
Wet on ¢ ne Addres: 


Not Spend a Real Vacation 


Why 
You'll find the Ideal Spot at Lone Pine Camp 


on Cranberry Lake, N.Y. Formerly Cranberry Lake Club 
Under New Management 
One mile from Cranberry village. Situated on one of the 
most sightly points on Cranberry Lake. Located in the 
heart of one of the finest fishing and hunting grounds in 
the Adirondacks. Appetizing, well-cooked meals and your 
personal comfort will be the first care of the management. 
Musie, dancing, bathing, boating and pleasant trails, ete 












For further particulars and rates apply to 


FOR S AL HUNTING PRESERVE 


of 7500 acres. Duck 
and Deer; on inland water route to 
Florida and Seaboard Air Line. 
Bordered by two fresh water rivers. 
SPRINGFIELD REALTY CO. 
1220 Washington St., Columbia, S. C. 


WANTED 


10,000 land-locked salmon from four to 
six inches long for October delivery 
to Forestport, N.Y. Quote price, etc. 

HERBERT LOWELL DILLON 
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“AKELEY” 











The camera that photographed 
all the famous ‘‘Field &Stream” 
movies mentioned on the op- 
posite page. 


The only camera that makes 
possible the “getting” of such 
exceptional motion pictures. 


The ideal camera for 
the out-door man. 


AKELEY CAMERA, INC. 


244-250 WEST 49TH STREET 
NEW YORK 


FOR SALE 


$5.00 DOWN; $5.00 monthly; five-acre fruit, 
poultry, furf arm; river front; Ozarks. $100.00, 
hunting, fishing, trapping. 
HUBBARD 
1973 North Fifth Kansas | City, Kansas 


























Send Your Name and We'll 
Send Youa Lachnite 


[am — my ina 

ond Oe, sea icles Fetus post one home. wear ine 
Serine eyes Soc any of a. leeds to buy t 
fete Sake Raleare aang 











RABBITS. | 










SMOKE OUT NK, “ N™* 
ETC. WITH MINK, SKUNK, “COO! 





improved 


In cold weather trappers smoke out more mink, “coon” 
skunk, etc., in one day than they can take in trapsin amonth | 
~besides they get prime furs worth the most money. 25c brings | 
illustrated rey get 7. tells how, giving the first time in print the | 
treasured or oe old trappers in this country. It’s 
worth dollars to 






TRAPPERS SUPPLY Co.. Dent. R. Oak Park, Ii, |. 











Wild Rice Brings the Ducks 


If you have ever heard THOUSANDS 
of wild ducks beating down the Wild 
Rice in their feeding you = under- 
stand why the leading preserves plant it 
soextensively. Ducks like it = fe —_ 
them both food and cover. My 

properly cared for. It should be for mabe 
without further delay. Ready now. 


CLYDE TERRELL 
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ON THE BEACH AND 
THE BOARDWALK 






When you want to rest, 
refresh body and spirit— 
Atlantic City! Laughter, 
gayety, life—along the world- 
famous Beach and Boardwalk. 
Eight miles of Boardwalk, lined 
withathousand shopsandamuse- 
ments; and eight miles of frolic 
in the rolling surf. Or you 
may go yachting, fishing or play 
golf—with the most interesting 
of companions. 















BGS 





cee 








Then sit back and repose on the 
broad deck porch of Chalfonte. 
Relax mind and muscles. Be Bs 
soothed by sight and sound of | | / 
the sea, refreshed by its tonic | — 
fragrance. Chalfonte is hospi- 
table, quiet, home- 
like. Its guests re- 
turn year after year 
and like it more. 


Once to Chalfonte, 
always to Chalfonte. 


American Plan 
Always Open 


THE LEEDS 
COMPANY 











































Dept. D 222, Oshkosh, Wis. 











AMERICAN HOUSE 


HACKETTSTOWN, N. J. 
R. S. McCracken, Prop. 


Adjacent to the best small 
game cover in northern 


New Jersey. 

















Duck Shooting 


On CHESAPEAKE BAY 


Have you and your gunning pal ever laid side 
by side in a double sink-box at the break of day 
when canvasbacks and red-heads were falling 
among your decoys? Here’s your chance. Full 
particulars address 


W. D. SELLERS, 831 Prangley Ave., Lancaster, F 


} 
| 
} 
| 
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HEN the world 

war drafted men 
by millions from farm 
and factory the habits 
and occupations of whole 
communities were twisted 
topsy turvy. New trades 
were born. Old arts and 
practices were revived. 


Esau, the mighty hunter, 
was reborn and came again 
into the birthright sur- 
rendered so long ago to 


Jacob. 


Into the forests went 
thousands of hunters and 
trappers after skins to 
keep warm the men ex- 
posed to the bitter cold 
and sweeping storms of 
Northern Europe; the avi- 
ators flying the icy upper 
levels of the air. 


That was the beginning 
of the great hunt, the most 
determined, the costliest 
and the most successful 
fur forage this old earth 

has ever known. 


Then women tcok up the de- 
mand for fur where the fighting 
men laid it down. Not since 
man emerged into civilization 
has there been such a hunting 
and trapping as that which 
woman inspires today. 


Prices for fur have soared 
beyond all precedent and pre- 
vious imagining. 


Esau brings the furry pelts of 
his kill into the highest market 
of all time. Modistes and mil- 
liners of world-wide authority 
have set the fashion in furs. 
Dressmakers and furriers have 
carried the fashion into every 
community and stratum of 
civilized society. 






























price. 


The fur fashion has also been 
set for men. Custom tailors 
and makers of ready-to-wear 
have snapped up all the suitable 
fur they can get for fur collars 
and linings of overcoats and 
reefers. Fur caps and gloves are 
in unprecedented demand. 


The return of Esau has driven 
sky-high all fabrics into which 
fur enters. 


Beaver, Nutria, Hare, Rabbit 
—soft, fine furs always in high 
favor with Madame, are precisely 
those furs on which the maker of 
fine hats must also rely, because 
of their supreme felting quality. 


So your next derby or soft 
hat must pay a considerable 
tribute to Madame’s love of fine 


furs. 
> > > 


“Fur in my hat!” you say. 
“What do you mean?” 


Exactly that! Every good hat 
worn by men is felted fur. Ex- 
amine your Stetson under a 
microscope and you will see 


Fast woman clamors for the choice of his kill—and you. 
Messicurs, must pay your share of the toll.” 
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neither warp nor woof, but a 
fine, close-meshed material, den- 
ser, softer, more durable than 
any product of loom and needle. 


The felting process is one of 
the most interesting and least 
known of all industrial fabri- 
cations. Every filament of fur 
consists of a central shaft with 
tiny barbs extending along it, 
opening toward the tip of the 
filament. In the making of 
Stetson Hats, the furs best 
adapted are the Beaver, Nutria, 
Hare, Scotch Rabbit and pelts 
of like fineness. 


The fur is cut from the hide 


by knives revolving like the ° 


blades of a lawn mower. 


The fur fibres are weighed, so 
many ounces to a hat and the 
filaments are now ready for 
felting. 


They are fed into a machine 
which blows them under high 
pressure into a chamber con- 
taining a finely perforated copper 
cone about three feet high. 


Through the perforations comes 
sufficient suction to catch the 
filaments after they have been 
whirled madly around the cham- 
ber by the blast, their barbs 
having meanwhile meshed and 
locked as they whirled. 


A skilled worker opens the 


chamber and finds adhering to 
the cone a film so tender that a 
careless touch will break it. He 
removes the cone with the fur 
felt upon it, carefully wraps it in 
flannel, places a metal cover 
over it and plunges it into hot 
water to shrink and compact 
the felt. 


Then follows the coloring 
with dyes of the highest quality, 
the shaping and trimming, the 
stiffening with India shellac, the 
finishing touches of finest leather 
and silk—all of which have 
climbed to record-breaking costs 
since the war. 


Every Stetson is hand finished, 
just as every Stetson shape has 





been designed by artists who 
have studied heads, the tempera- 
ments, the facial conformations, 
the callings and the preferences 
of mankind. 


Fur in a hat! Nothing but the 
best fur if it’s a Stetson. Ana 
the quality is maintained, even 
though fur prices have increased 
to ten times the pre-war level, 
and Beaver and other fine furs 
used in a Stetson are obtained 
only after arduous search and 


high bidding. 


Esau, the skilful hunter, has 
returned. He sets his snares 
and his price. Fair woman 
clamors for the choice of his 
spoils and you, Messieurs, must 
pay your share of the toll! 


Now if you want to know 
more about the inside facts of 
Hat Quality, The John B. Stetson 
Company, Philadelphia, will be 
glad to send you the little book, 
“The Making of a Stetson Hat” 
—showing how these fine Stet- 
sons are made of the furry pelts 
brought home by Esau, the 
hunter. 
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Elmer Richards 


Famous 


“Winter King” 
Solid Chrome Tan Leather 
16-Inch 
Men’s High Cut Shoe 


Just send the coupon and $1.00 and we will send 
you a pair of these splendid high cut shoes on 
approval. Money back instantly if you return 
them. If you keep the shoes pay a little each 
month. The supply is limited. Send coupon now. 


Read This Description 
All Chrome Tan Leather 


16 inches high. Every inch of the upper 
leather selected, pliable, tough, storm-proof, 
solid, dark chrome tan leather. Two oak tanned 
double Full soles, both nailed and double 
sewed with waxed linen thread. Re-inforced 
backstay double stitched, full height of shoe, 
cannot rip. Full vamp, runs all the way undcr 
toe cap. Solid leather heels. Bellows tongue. 
Leather counters. Leather insoles. Two straps 
and buckles. These shoes cf selected leather 
are double stitched throughout with linen 
thread, and side seams triple stitched. 

The splendid wearing quality of this shoe 
has been proved by thousands of men all over 
the country. It hes given satisfaction under 
the hardest use, both in work and hunting. 


Sizes 6 to11. Order by No. F-4. Be sure to gir2 
your size. $1.00 cash, $2.35 monihly. Total $14.95. 


6 Months to Pay 


Learn to buy the Elmer Richards way as thou- 
sands of satisfied men are doing. Six moriths 
to pay in small monthly sums you will never 
miss. No charge for credit. Only one price. 
We ship on approval. 


Send Coupon 


Don’t be too late. The stock is limited. * 
Send the coupon now with a dollar Ros Richards Co. 


bill, or a $1.00 P.O. order. You take Dept. 1307 
no risk. Money back instantly on f wetdon Steet, Chicago 


; 1 
if you ask for it. Send the ich a of acagae 
coupon now. o when I receive the 


etorn Sues te pm and get pay- 


Richards Co. 


Dept.1307 W. 35th Street, CHICAGO 


om 5 ; es. Otherwise, ey 
Day advertise -00 with coupon. 35 
Monthly. Total, 
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...@nd at Pinehurst, N. C. 
cA fact: 


At Pinehurst, where golfers from all over 
the country gather for winter and spring tour- 
naments, it is Fatrma that holds each season’s 
record as the largest-selling cigarette. 

And last year during both the National 
and Metropolitan Amateur Golf Champion- 
ships, held at Oakmont, Pa., and Brooklawn, 
Conn., respectively, Fatima led all other 


cigarettes in sales. 


Kiggeteriiy srs Irbaces 


FATIMA 


A Sensible Cigarette 


How much is 
7 ae a oe re 
ust enough Turkish? 

That depends upon your individual 
taste. But if you wish a cigarette that 
is neither over-rich and heavy, nor 
lacking in body and taste, you’ll find your 
answer where so many other shrewd 
stnokers have found it—in Fatima’s 

‘sjust enough Turkish” blend, 
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